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A Boy / 
and His Books 


September brings together again ! : 
‘*the boy and his books’’—a good r \ 






combination, provided the boy 

is properly nourished with foods 

that build brain and muscle in - \ 
well balanced proportion, sup- 
plying the bounding buoyancy 
and vitality that are needed to 
make a real Boy. 


The food for 
the growing 
boy or girl is 


Shredded Wheat 


It contains all the body-building material in the whole wheat grain 
made digestible by steam-cooking, shredding and baking. Two 
Biscuits with sliced peaches, berries or other fruits make a complete 
nourishing, wholesome meal. 


Heat the Biscuit in the 
oven to restore crispness, 
then cover with sliced 
peaches and serve with 
milk or cream. Nothing 
so delicious or wholesome 
in the sultry Autumn days 
for children or grown ups. 
Try it tomorrow. 


Made by the 
SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, Niagara Falls, N.Y. 
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The Problem of Time 


An Advertisement by Elbert Hubbard 
































SIME has always been a strange and baffling puzzle to philoso- 
phers. They could never explain, or account, or trace its 
beginning and end. While we can calculate the end of 
worlds and of solar systems, time stretches away illimitable, 
unfettered and uncontrolled. $% The principal thing that 
differentiates man from the animals is his cognizance of time. 
Animals know when they are hungry, but they never look at 
the sun or make any sign which shows that they are speculating about time. 
We divide life up into periods of time, and thus make it endurable. You lend 
a man money and in a year he pays you back with something additional—or 
he doesn’t. Anyway, he should. Where did the extra money come from? 
Time produced it. How can time cease? By no leap of mind can one 
imagine. But all the time that the individual can call his own is while he lives. 
$8 When will Fate with her scissors clip the thread of time for you? You 
do not know, and this very uncertainty should make you prize time and work 
while it is called the day. To limit the shock of your passing, and to ease 
your affairs over the shallows when your hand and brain can no longer guide 
them, Life Insurance comes in. Death, for most, comes without warning. By 
Life Insurance, those dependent upon us are cared for, and the result of our 
foresight and prudence is the possession of those we love after we are gone. 
% Life Insurance is not a duty: it is more than that—it is a privilege. Life 
Insurance does not actually insure you against death, but it insures your loved 
ones against want when you are no longer here. That very fact gives peace, 
poise and power to the man who is insured. It makes for length of days. 
Life Insurance is an extension on time. And being wise we provide 
through the Equitable Life against the time when time shall be ro longer ours. 


THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY 


OF THE UNITED STATES 
“ Strongest in the World’’ 


The Company which pays its death claims on the day it receives them. 
PAUL MORTON, PRESIDENT 120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE! None in your town? Then why not 


recommend to us some good man—or woman—to represent us there— 
Great opportunities to-day in Life Insurance work for the Equitable. 

















We guarantee this advertising provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM when writing advertiser 









































for the manufacturers of 





OCTOBER—THE BIG GAME AND GAME 


LAW NUMBER 


The October Number, coming out just before the opening of the big 
game season, and containing the Game Laws for 1910-11, is one of 
the most popular issues of the year and a particularly attractive 
number for the advertiser. 

here is no question of the value of advertising space in this issue 
arms, ammunition, camp equipments, 
The value of the space in this Game Law Number to any as lvertiser 
is apparent from the fact that this issue is kept the entire year round 
as a reference on account of the Game and Fish Laws for the com- 
ing year published in this issue. 

here is no question of the value of the space we are offering you 
in this special number. 


etc. 
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We gaurantee the liability of every adve rtisement inserted i m FIELD 
AND STREAM, provided that in your correspondence with advertisers 


you mention this magazine, and that you notily us within thirty days from 


receipt of the article if any dissatisfaction is found. 
cover the purchase or exchange of all 


ive stock, as in such transactions 
there if often dissatisfaction, even where both parties are honest and sincere. 


T his guarantee does not 
a word, 


Advertisng rates, aay a page; half page $50. 00; quarter 
$25. 00; eighth page $12. 50; one inch single column, 5. 25. 
Special rate for hotels, resosts and gesies. 
isplay advertisements 


of FIELD AND STREAM. 


Classified advertis 
an inch, Special rate to subs 
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After the Long Hot Summer 
you can get rid of depression and fatigue by using the only beneficial stimulam giving 
permanently good results, 

UNDERBERG BITTERS 
Greatly appreciated by those who travel, and in the home it is a necessity as well as a 
luxury. Insures a healthy appetite and good digestion. 
Over 7,000,000 bottles imported to the United States 

Enjoyable asa Cocktail and better for you 

all Hotels, Clubs and Restaurants, or by the bottle at Wine Merchants and Grocers 

Ask for Ux DERBERG Booklet fr 


Bottled only bv } rg, Germany, sinc 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 204 William. ‘St., New York, Sole Agents 








3A 


For Health and Enjoyment 

















Maplewood Hotel 
and Cottages 


and 


Maplewood INN 


The GOLF, SOCIAL and SCENIC CENTER of the WHITE MOUN- 
TAINS. SUPERIOR 18-HOLE GOLF COURSE, TENNIS 
COURTS, CASINO, GARAGE, LIVERY, SADDLE 
HORSES and AUTOMOBILES for HIRE 





MAPLEWOOD HOTEL, high-class house for 400 guests. 
MAPLEWOOD INN, for 150 guests. 
June to October 


For information address LEON H. CILLEY, Manager. 


Railway Station and Telegraph Office 


Maplewood, Bethlehem New Hampshire 
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\ 3 f. Hard Luck 
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ANS a Weries | 
of 


Sportsmen s 
Pictures 


BY 
FRANK STICK 
AND 


EDWARD V. BREWER 


** UNEXPECTED” “HARD LUCK” 





@ This series represents a years successful endeavor to carry out an idea. They are 
different from all other sportsmen’s pictures, which have invariably typified success, while 
here the hard luck side of field sports is given prominence. 

@ For lovers of good guns, good dogs and good shooting. Exactly suited for the walls of 
your office, den or camp. ‘True in coloring. Considered as a present, whether for your- 
self or a friend, nothing can be more appropriate, or more likely to be welcomed, than a 
set of these pictures. 

@ The prints we are offering you are the exact color reproductions of the original paintings 
in oil, on heavy plate paper, pebbled and ready for framing, size 15 x 22% inches. 

@ The first edition of these pictures was limited to a small number, and as they are going 
very fast, we would suggest your placing your order at once, as we cannot guarantee how 
long they will last. 


PRICE: 
Each picture without the magazine - - - - - $1.00 
Any one with magazine, one year a aa ae ee 2.00 
Any two with magazine _ « 2 = © « « 2.75 
Any three with magazine - - - - - = = 3.50 
Entire series with magazine - - - - - = - 4.00 


FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING COMPANY 


24-26 EAST 21st STREET, NEW YORK CITY 
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An Opportunity for Hustlers 


Are you planning your fall hunting trip? Do you know that you 
can get a new rifle, shotgun, or any article of camping equipment you may 
need without the expenditure of one dollar in cash, simply by a little effort 


in your spare moments. 


FIELD AND STREAM is go‘ng to put on a big list of new sub- 


scribers between September Ist and December Ist. To the fellows who 
are willing to help us in this work we are going to give premiums in the 


shape of sportsmen’s equipment and tackle of every variety. 


To this end we have taken our Premium Catalogue and cut the num- 
ber of subscriptions necessary to secure every item almost in half, in order 
to give an added incentive to every one of our readers to get out and hustle 
by working up a club for us. Get our catalogue, as now revised, and com- 
pare it with that of any other magazine and you will realize that you get 
more return for your efforts from FIELD AND STREAM than any 
other magazine published. Furthermore, take into consideration the fact 
that FIELD AND STREAM to-day is more widely known and read 
than any other sportsman’s or outdoor publication, and it is therefore much 


easier to secure FIELD AND STREAM subscriptions than for any other 


magazine in this class. 


Don't let this opportunity go by, but send in the coupon at once, with 
4 cents in stamps to cover mailing the catalogue, and get to work upon 


your sportsmen acquaintances at once. Read the suggestions in “ Talk to 


Our Readers,” page 475, this issue. 


FIELD AND STREAM, 
26 E. 21st Street, 
New York City. 


GENTLEMEN: 


Enclosed find 4 cents in stamps for which send me copy of your Subscription Catalogue, with 
specially low prices for the big fall 1910 subscription campaign. 


Name 


Address 
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@ Advertisements in this department have proven particularly effective in selling dogs and live game, and in selling: ( 


exchanging or obtaining rifles, shotguns, revolvers, canoes, tents, fishing rods and tackle, sporting properties, cameras, 
































binoculars, or anything else in which sportsmen are interested. If you have anything you want to dispose of by sale am: 
or exchange, advertise it here. The rate is 5c. a word for straight reading matter, or $5 an inch for display. 
. 
TRUSWEVE KENNELS | 
WE WANT EVERY DOG OWNER TO : 
HAVE A SAMPLE (F 
CHAMPION DOG BISCUIT 
THE PEER OF ALL DOG FOODS , 
a 
\ 
We know after your dog has eaten our 
sample, he will want more. The only way 
to satisfy him then will be for you to give | 
us an order. i 
Our Dog Biscuit is manufactured with 
| improved machinery, which mixes the flour 
and other ingredients thoroughly. One of 
the strongest endorsements we have is the 
Trusweve Kennels serve a double purpose, furnishing 2 fact that large kefinel owners continue to 
handsome kennel for your dog at home and at the same time 7” 7 1 exclusivel Thev all sav th: 
a strong and comfortable case in taking him to the game fields. use our flood exclusively, 1ey all say that 
They are light in weight. saving costin transportation Well our food is really “the peer of all dog 
ventilated, strongly constructed, thus assuring your dog's ‘ os a 3 
reaching the field in good condition and protecting him from foods. - 
the carelessness of railroad employees. Y is — iit 2 me: « 
The following sizes can be shipped immediately: ou are not binding yourself in any 
Length Width Height vav r se ing fora s > 
‘ites = po nen nes way by sending for a sample. ‘ 
No. 2 30 in. 18 in. 23 in. 12.00 
No. 3 36 in. 21 in. 27 in. 15.00 I 
Send at once for descriptive circular. A 
TRUSWEVE MFG. DIVISON, SEALSHIPT ST. PAUL BREAD COMPANY : 
OYSTER SYSTEM 558 View Street St. Paul, Minn. t 
Address Dept. 25 South Norwalk, Conn. . 
’ 
— - ———e < 


IRISH WATER SPANIELS, greatest duckers; English _ — 
setters and pointers; ready for work. jurhans, Water- FOR SALE—Two thoroughly trained sette: 





























t one 
ville, Minn. registered. $175 buys both RK. C. Rhea, ville 
—- Penn. 

COON, fox and rabbit hounds, trial allowed. Comrade ¢ 

. s sSucyrus, O. . . me en x 

Kennels, Bueyru PHEASANTS—Either hand reared or imported. We 

ae “ eee ee “ : Sr Seer " v3 have our own buyers in China and Japan. No i 
ENGLISN SETTEOS POR SALE—Trained and bred | 40's. ake bide” Genre wd Zoeee, No ines : 

to hunt. Sired by Genesee Gladstone. Jack Ellis, 1 Re Mess oe Be li and 1 S | 
Jarker Place. Waverly. N. Y ’ ’ \t half the price of Eastern breeders. C. J. Schilling, 
esi eS ct ect A ot ge piiimdaigeien : | Importer, 3331 Charles St., Fruitvale, Oakland, Cal. 3 
- . . hie oo . ° . - 

POINTERS AND SETTERS FOR SALE—No better coe ; : 4 C 

bred or more thoroughly trained on quail, pheasants and WANTED Bird dogs for training, 18 years’ experience. 
other game. Our dogs are bred second to none and Haberlein force system, good references, terms reason- f 
trained in the best quail section of the United States. able, satisfaction guaranteed. A. E. Seidel, R. F. D. 
We have both dogs and bitches. Why not enjoy the fall No. 2, Danville, Pa. V 
shooting over a dog that is thoroughly trained and one - — | 
that knows his business in the field?” Prices from _$50 | LONG-EARED black and tan foxhound pups. Clarence 4 
up to $200. Please state your wants. The C. S. Freel Shotwell, 503 Vine St.. Akron, Ohio. 
Kennels, Drawer I, Loogootee, Ind. P 
TR > . , foe - it any f hounds: squir- ‘ . : : ; . a - wars 

TRAINED COON, fox, rabbit and wolf hounds; squir VO GNEE—IChsice thovcusiibecd Keck, Baclich and . 

rel dogs; reliable and experienced. State wants. Ed. ae Se gael a “e : 
Hopkin Mz “age eae k Llewellin setter pups and trained dogs—pointers, span- ; 
REIS. PEMRINCN EINES, EES: —— 7 ro iels and_ retrievers, prices very reasonable. Enclose 
SEND TEN CENTS and get our new illustrated game, stamps for pedigrees nd descriptions. rhoroughbred F 
animal and bird catalogue. Horne’s Zodlogical Arena, Kennels, Atlantic, Iowa. 
Kansas City, Mo. (or) Denver, Col., Dept. F. et GRAAL AE 
pe me SaRENE LIVE MALLARD DECOYS $3 per pair or $4 for 

; . 4 “o 0 s rt bt *s 00 rab P InK f 1 r . 7 “ : 
FOR SALE—Foxh und » be gles, coon, rabbit ind skunk trained ducks; best callers are trained. Eng. Weis, Jr., 18: 

hounds. Airmount Kennels, Toughkenamon, Pa. : ] - 

Staunton, Il. 
: ; . : : ; 

FOR SALF--Pointers by Champion Jingo Boy and 2 . . . 

Nicholas R.. two months to six years old. Write me FOR SALE—Royally bred and well trained young Eng 

our wants. For pedigrees and prices, Charles Paetzel, | lish Setter dog. On_approval to responsible parties. 


Sox S. Hope, Ind | Miami Valley Kennels, Xenia, Ohio. 
a : ‘ ) 
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COONHOUNDS—The Southern Farm Coonhound Ken- 
nels, Selmer, Tenn., offer as good coonhounds as live, 
m trial. Send 50c. for copy of our new book, “Coon- 
hunting and Coonhounds.” All about breeding, raising, 
training, selecting, buying, handling new dogs, correcting 
faults, and hundreds of valuable pointers one should 
know before purchasing a dog. This combined with our 
complete catalogue, illustrated, neatly bound, 64 pages, 
all for 50c. 
ESAS ee a ee 
FOR SALE—Thoroughbred Irish setter pups by _the_best 
sires and dams of the country. Pups by Ch. St. Cloud 
Blarney, Ch. Heir-at-law, Ch. St. Sambert, Ch. Ruby 
Rossmore and others. Prices reasonable. G. C. Cole, 
466 Grand Ave., Muskegon, Mich. 


SALE, WANT AND EXCHANGE > 














“FOR THE DEN”—Prehistoric Indian relics, modern 

trappings, Navajo Blankets, Elk Tusks, Pioneer Crock- 
ery, Antique Guns, Pistols, Swords and Daggers, from 
all parts of the world. [ll. list, 6c. N. Carter, Elkhorn, 
Wis. 





FOR SALE—Large mounted deer heads at quick sale 

prices. Specimens of all kinds for your bungalow or 
office at right prices. I will guarantee to more than 
please you. References: Editor of Fietp AND STREAM. 
Edwin Dixon, Taxidermist, Unionville, Ont. 








WILL SACRIFICE new Savage .32-40 and tool. Write 


Maurice Decker, Laporte, Ind 





FOR SALE—Hopkins & Allen hammerless, Damascus 

barrels. Also Hopkins & Allen .32 Calibre rifle with 
44 Calibre shot barrel. Henry E. Holden, Clairmon 
Ave., Norwich, Conn. 














FOR YOUR DEN GR OFFICE—A large mounted moose 

head, 53 inches spread. Write for full description. 
Very reasonable price. Prepaid, on approval, anywhere. 
Edwin Dixon, Taxidermist, Unionville, Ont. 





FOR SALE—Interest in two game preserves; one four 

thousand and the other five thousand acres. Quail 
shooting and rabbits. If interested apply to C. H. Ire- 
land, Greenboro, N. C. 








FOR SALE—Smith & Wesson Military revolver, nearly 

new and perfect condition, .32 Winchester, reloader, 
holster and belt, shells, etc., $138. Address J. E. Rogers, 
Wellsbridge, N. Y 





LARGE MOUNTED ELK HEAD for sale. Photograph 

and full description on request. Sent prepaid by 
express on approval anywhere. Duty free. Edwin Dixon, 
Taxidermist, Unionville, Ont. 





BROTHER—<Accidentally, camping, discovered root will 
cure both tobacco habit and indigestion. Gladly send 
particulars. C. H. Stokes, Mohawk, Fla. 





BIG BARGAIN! I have a brand new, $80 grade, Sauer, 

double-barreled gun on my hands which I am anxious 
to dispose of quickly. This is a fine gun in every way. 
Have used the duplicate of it myself for many years. 
Will make an extra good price to immediate purchaser. 
Here’s a chance for someone to get a brand new gun 
cheap right before the open season! Are you going to 
be that one? Write to-day to J. W. Macy, 26 East 2lst 
St., New York City. 





FOR SALE—Moose, elk, caribou, deer and mountain 
sheep horns and scalps correctly prepared to mount up. 
Duty free and guaranteed to give you good results. 
What are your wants? I can supply them. Edwin 
Dixon, Taxidermist, Unionville, Ontario. 


THE WAY CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING PAYS 


When you look at the little advertisements on these pages pave you think they are so small 


and insignificant that few people read them and still fewer would t 
Look at the following letters, samples of what we 


That's where you are making a mistake! 
receive every few days. 


FIELD AND STREAM, New York. 
ntlemen :—Please discontinue our adv. until further notice as we are all 
sold out. We desire to s# that we are well pleased with your magazine 
and the quality of its readers, as al! our advs. are so worded that we can 
trace them to the magazine in which they appear and by actual count we 
must credit you with 30 per cent. ofall answers. Although we used much 
higher priced mediums we find we get better results from FIELD AND 
ST E than many others. Very respectfully, Dr. a ba Schilling. 
East Fruitvale, Cal. (Dealer in Live Pheasants.) 


ink of buying anything from them. 


FIELD AND STREAM, New York. 
Gentlemen :—Don't run my little dog adv. again as I have already sold 
him. Could have sold three more if I had them, from this one adv. 


N.Y. City. vans. 
FIELD AND STREAM, New York. 


entlemen :—Keplying to yours of the 26th, don't repeat the adv. on my 
Winchester rifle. Have already disposed of it. 
P. G. James. 


Jamaica, L. I. 


We feel that if our readers realized how easily and surely and cheaply they could dispose of 
anything they happen to have on hand, such as a second-han gun, rifle, revolver, camera, tent, 
canoe, dog, or what not, more of them would take advantage of the opportunity offered by these 


pages. 


In order to introduce more of our friends to this kind of trading, we are going to give — 
~ 


yearly subscriber upon our lists, and also all who may subscribe in the future, a credit of 15 wor 
on any Classified Advertisement in one issue of FIELD AND STREAM, free of cost. Our rate 


for this advertising is 5 cents a word, so that this means that we are giving each subscriber 70 cents’ 


worth of advertising in these pages, or one-half of his subscription price. 


Further advertising will 


be accepted at our regular rate as above, as well as from non-subscribers. 
This is the time when thousands of our readers are leaving on their fishing or hunting trips 


and many of them will be glad to save a little — by buying second-hand equipment. 
you anything you'd like to sell? Fill out the attac 








FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING Co., 26 E. 21st Street, N.Y. City. 


Kindly run the advertising on the enclosed sheet in your Classified Advertising pages in your 


issue. I enclose herewith remittance for $_ 


ave 
ed coupon and send it in to-day. 


. (at 5 cents a word) to cover same. 


Yours very truly, (Name) _ 


(Address) 
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The Most Delightful Trip 
From New York is the 


- : DAY 
Sees I VACATION s oo 
CRUISE UP 


Including berth and meals to 


HALIFAX, 


Nova Scotia, and 


ST. JOHN’S, 


' Parade of His Majesty’s troops, at the Citadel, Halifax. Newfoundla nd, Offered by the 


RED CROSS LINE 


The cruise embraces two days’ stay at Halifax, the Nova Scotia metro- 
polis, with its beautiful Harbor, parks, drives, and the world-famous Citadel 
—-and two days at St. John’s, the bustling capital of Newfoundland, nestling 
on a mighty rent in granite cliffs of the wonderful Newfoundland coast. The 
many nearby points of interest are as full of novelty and grandeur as any 
place you could visit on a European cruise costing four times as much. This 
trip s.arts with a beautiful daylight sail through Long Island and Vineyard 
Haven Sound. 

» Novelty—change of scene—delightful climate, charming sea voyage and 
remarkable economy—are combined in this cruise. You live on the steamer 
when in port—no hotel expenses. For big game and fine fishing, 
these countries excel. 

The large new steamers **Florizel”’ and ‘*Bornu’’ have every modern 
equipment—Bilge Keels, wireless, submar- 
ine bells and searchlight. Sailings each 
Saturday at 11 a. m. during Summer and 
Fall. We also offer a booking to return 
via Black Diamond S. 8. Line stopping 
at Sydney, Cape Breton, up the Gulf and 
River St. Lawrence to Montreal, and rail 
to New York, 14 days, $65.80 up, berth 
and meals except on railroad. Send for 
illustrated booklet 16. 


BOWRING @ CO., ee ae 


17 State St., New York. The charming land-locked harbor at Quidi Vidi, 


near St Johns, N. 
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Grand Hotel 
New York City 


A Famous Home, with a 


NEW ANNEX 


On Broadway, at 3lst Street 
New Pennsylvania R. R. Terminal 


A_ house made famous through its splendid 
service, an¢ personal attention to patrons—the 
Grand counts its friends by the thousands. Army 
and Navy people stop here, as do all experienced 
travelers. For more excellent living facilities, 


quiet elegance and = sensible prices, are hardly 
obtainable elsewhere. 
As for transportation facilities, New York’s 


subways, elevated and surface cars are all prac- 
tically at the door. Theatres and shopping dis- 
tricts also immediately at hand. Personal bag- 
gage transferred free to and from New Penn- 
sylvania station. 

Splendid Moorish dining rooms are but one of 
the many famous features of the New Annex. 


ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 
Rates—$1.50 Per Day, Upwards 
GEORGE F. HURLBERT, Pres. and Gen'l Mgr. 


Als« 
N.Y 


The Greenhurst, on Lake Chautauqua, Jamestown, 
Open May Istto Nov. Ist. 50 Automoblle Stalls 


Guide to New York (with Maps) and Special 
Rate Card—sent upon request. 











HOTEL 


BRISTOL 


122-124 West 49th Street 
(Near Broadway) 


NEW YORK CITY 


Under new management; a most conve- 
nient location with all :ines of transportation, 
all theatres and all the best shops within easy 
walking distance; beautiful rooms with run- 
ning water; rooms with bath, and two rooms 
with bath to rent unfurnished on lease, $300 
to $goo per year. 


TRANSIENT RATES: 
Single rooms 
$1 PER DAY AND UP. 
Single room and bath 
$2 PER DAY AND UP. 


Two rooms and bath 


$3 PER DAY AND UP. 
INSPECTION INVITED. 


T. E. TOLSON 
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Big Game and Game Law Number 


oe 


BIG GAME 


The October Number of 


ieldaxdStream 


@Is crammed full of thrilling Big 


Game Stories, including Moose, 
Caribou, Walrus, Bear, Mountain 
Sheep and Goat. 


Game Laws for 1910-11 


@ Every sportsman will want to 
know the new game and fish laws for 
next year published in this issue. 


Where to Go 


@ For Big Game. Will tell you of the 
new places, and when to go, the best 
guides, what to take, etc. Invaluable 
information if you are going this fall. 


Field and Stream Pub. Co. 


24-26 East 21st St., New York 
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If so, see the great Fortune Telline 
feature coming soonin LIFE. Every- 
body on earth is interested in this. 
Your future at stake unless you obey 
that impulse and lead the cheerful 


Life. 





The 
Coming Numbers 


Goody Goody 
Hell 
Humorous 
Sky 
Midnight 


TWO WAYS: 


Send One Dollar and secure a three months’ trial sub- 


scription. (Canadian, $1.13; Foreign, $1.26. Open 
only to new subscribers. No subscriptions renewed at 
this rate. This offer is net.) 

oe Or, 

TIM Better send Five Dollars for one Year. Canadian, 

TS $5.52 ; Foreign, $6.04. Address 


LIFE, 1 West 31st St., N. Y. 


Oue-Hundred-Page Numbers of LIFE in the Near Future. 
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Live Books by Men Who Know 


HOW YOU CAN OBTAIN THEM WITHOUT COST 











To any one sending one new yearly subscriptions to Field & Stream we will send free, postpaid 


THE ANGLER’S GUIDE 


1910 Edition, revised from cover to cover by 
Dr, R. Johnson Held and Edward Baldwin Rice 


The man who uses the rod and reel whether he is an expert or beginner will find 
this book contains more useful information on fishing than anything of the kind 
published on this subject. It will tell you not only When and Where, giving many 
virgin waters, railroads and steamships reaching these points, hotel accommodations, 
camps, guides, Game and Fish Laws of the U. S. and Canada, etc. 





Fir t ANNUAL CDN Price, 55 cents, postpaid, or with a year’s subscription or renewal to “Field and 
—— Stream,” $1.50. 








To any one sending us TWO New Yearly Subscriptions to ‘‘Field and Stream” we wil lsend Free, Postpaid 


Complete Sportsman’s Encyclopedia 
BY COL. FRANCIS H. BUZZACOTT 


Camping and Camping Outfits, Outdoor Life, Provisions, Outfits, Receipts , Cloth- 
ing, Medicine, Fishermen’s and Anglers’ Manual. Hunters’ and Sportsmen’s Guide, 
Shotgun Shooters’ Manual, Campers’ Manual. Woodcraft. Big Game Hunters’ 
Manuai. Riflemen’s Guide. Trappers’ Guide. Secrets of All Arts. Boats. Canoes. 
Dog Trainers’ Guide. Game Regions. Game and Fish Laws, etc. Blinds. Wing and 
Fow! Shooting and one thousand other ‘subjects. 
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Select mas This book contains 544 pages, with 1,000 illustrations; weighs 20 ounces. It is the 
padetcnttnacyased only complete sportsman’s library in one volume. Price, $1.00. 








President Roosevelt says: “Its chapters on camping and big game hunting are 
excepticnally good.” 
Price, $1.00, postpaid, or with a year’s subscription or renewal to ‘Field and Stream,” $2.00. 


THE WEALTH OF THE WOODS 


THESE BOOKS WILL HELP YOU TO YOUR SHARE 


(Remember that Trapping means the destruction of Vermin, the natural enemy of Game.) 
GINSENG AND OTHER MEDICINAL PLANTS. Where they grow and how identified. Information that 
i 0 

















EI rr TT eer Te TT eer eT eer ee Price $1. 
BEE HUNTING. There are wild bees in all forests. This book teaches you how to find the bee trees and 
the honey. Bee hunting is profitable. .....csccccccccsccsccccsecccccccesscecvecesseveccoses Price, 25e., 
DEADFALLS AND SNARES. How to build and set traps of the materials the forests supply; 232 pages, 
ee SD v6 '06-0.6:6:d 04.65.0060) 605 0 04:04 00 6:0.00s) SHOES 19000 bnb CSS HO EN hE TEAS ORO he oie ES ess Price, 60c. 
MINK TRAPPING. A book of 183 pages, illustrated; giving all the methods of experienced trappers 
Mink furs are always valuable...........ccccscccccccecevereseseces seccesssseseeseeecesece Price, 60c. 
STEEL TRAPS. All about the various makes, and how to use them. Also chapters on the care of furs. 
Se. TP SIRS, o.o.k:6 010. 4:0-0.6-0> 6s cao wind 000s 0064S EUR6D SEARS ES 0605 68500 N 50006008 Price, 60c. 
FOX TRAPPING. Devoted wholly to ways of outwitting the wariest of wild animals. Contains 185 pages, 
62 illustrations of trapping DMN cnb cite be naghlawsdweee eat 6ae a Waniewulsd piae enema Price, 60c. 
Sent postpaid upon receipt of price. Any two of the 6%c. books, or “Ginseng” and “Bee Hunting,” with 
Field and Stream one year. for..... 6 A RE OEE FE PIPE MALS PRE Ti REINS $2.25 
Or the set of six books and the magazine a year for... ...cccccccccscccccccccccccscesvecsesesesees $3.75 


A wonderful, safe investment for all who desire to make expenses and more on their occasional trips to 
the woods, 





To any one sending us One New Yearly Subscription to ‘“‘Field and Stream’’ we will send Free Postpaid 


CAMP COOKERY 


By HORACE KEPHART 


Includes detailed instructions for outfitting. It solves all camp cooking problems. Everything is sim- 
plified to the last degree. Written in the woods for use in the woods. Suitable for a day’s outing or a 
thousand-mile expedition. A fit companion to Mr. Kephart’s remarkably complete “Camping and Woodcraft.’ 


Pocket re illustrated, Price, $1.00, postpaid, or with a year’s subscription or renewal to “FIELD ens 
STREA 


Field and Stream Pub. Co., 24 E. 21st St., New York City 
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Well ? 


How about it? Do we want this bird >? 
We have already spent approximately a half 
million of dollars for him and a few others 
— game birds that are all right at home 
over the seas, but — 


The Department of Agriculture is inclined 
to think we are making a great big, expen- 
sive mistake. But are we? It is up to you, 


Mr. Reader, to decide. 
“Our New Game Birds,” 
by Edward Cave, in the September 


RECREATION 


will help you to figure out whether or not we 
have been “pounding sand down a rat hole.” 


Among other features of especial interest to sports- 
men are articles on 


Deer Hunting Duck Shooting 
Black Bass Fishing 
Shere Bird Shooting 
Mascalonge Fishing 
Hunting Grizzlies With a Camera 


Many news-stands and book stores sell out their entire 
supply cf Recreation for each month before the 
first of that month. Buy your September Recrea- 
tion now and avoid delay or disappointment. Or, if 
you like, send us 25 cents and we will mail a copy. 


RECREATION 


Recreation Bldg., New York City 
AM 5 TE MERE EGE 




















@ The best of 300 good outdoor 
manuscripts were selected for 
appearance in our annual 
shooting number for Septem- 
ber. Among these are: USING 
THE RIFLE ON WILD FOWL; 
AN EX-TENDERFOOT AND A 
BuckK; THE PASSING OF OUR 
BiG GAME; and THE BROWN 
DODGER. 


@In addition there are full- 
page drawings in color of 
“Animals of Prey” and a 
remarkable South American 
story with beautiful illustra- 
tions by Charles Livingston 
Bull. 


@. All news-stands, 25 cents. $3.00 
ayear. Send fifty cents in stamps 
to-day for three months’ trial sub- 
scription. 


Liberal offer to local repre- 
sentatives. Write for terms. 


f--}) OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY, ES) 


more SIS FIFTH AVENUE + + - * NEW YORK CITY 
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SCRIBNERS > 


SEPTEMBER 


General Frederick Funston’s own story of his 
experiences as a filibuster and of fighting with Insur- 
gents begins inthis number. A narrative of most unusual 
and exciting adventure, unsurpassed even by the most 


vivid and picturesque romance. The story of the author’s 
own life reads like some imaginary ‘tale of cloak and sword.”’ 
The first article describes the memorable sailing of the Dauntless, 
with her cargo of arms and ammunition, under Captain ‘‘Dynamite’’ 
O’Brien, and the landing in Cuba. 


Theodore Roosevelt’s African Hunting Series 
is continued in the September issue with an account 
of his Hunting the Great Rhinoceros of the Lado and 
his journey down the Nile. This 12th article is one of the most 
interesting of the series. 


Mr. Roosevelt in France, by William Morton 
Fullerton, the Paris correspondent of the London Times. 
Not a mere personal eulogy of Mr. Roosevelt, but a thoughtful and 
authoritative statement of the political conditions in France that 
made his utterances so significant, and the causes that made his re- 
ception by the French people one of the most remarkable in history. 


John Fi OX, Jr -, tells of his experiences ‘‘On the Road to - | 


Hell-fer-Sartain,’’ the scene of one of his best-known stories. 


Edith Wharton: “The Blond Beast” —A Story — the 
eighth in her ‘‘ Tales of Men.’’ 


Jesse Lynch Williams: Another of the “Carroll” 
stories —'‘ The Carrolls’ Fortune.’’ 


Ernest Peixotto: “Sketching in the Inferno” — Illus- 
trated from paintings by the author. 





SEPTEMBER Number on Sale August 25th 
Subscribe for SCRIBNERS now — Three Dollays per year 
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Leet We Forget! 


EETING an officer of the Hartford Fire Insurance 


Company, a prominent business man said, “Your 
advertisements are excellent. A man ought to know about 
the company in which he is insured.” The ofhcer replied, 
“Do you know about yours?” “No,” said the business 
man, “not yet. I always mean to when I read your adver- 
tisements, but other things come up and I forget. Why 
don't you put a coupon at the bottom of the advertisement 
which I can fill in while I am in the notion, and send to 
my agent to insure me in the Hartford, and that will settle 
the matter?” “Excellent idea,” said the officer of the 
Hartford. 

And here it is for him and for you. Use it. The 
Hartford, now a century old, is the best known Fire Insur- 
ance Gompany in America. Any agent or broker will 
get you a policy in the Hartford if you tell kim to do so. 
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(Address. ) 





When my fire insurance expires, please see that | 


ae ae 

YACEN SERV vo 

ASENTURY OF SERVE a 
2 get a policy in the HARTFORD. 
STATEMENT JANUARY 1, 1910 

Capital, ° . ‘ $2,000,000.00 


Liabilities, . .« .« « «+ «© 14,321,953.11 III sien aveoepclomnilianinelecnnilinainaiemnanniniaabinhd ; 


Assets, ° e e 23,035,700.61 
Surplus for Policy Holders, - «+ 8,713,747 50 Address ....... onnsconceocenaccnmesunssantonssenseeseeee mene . 
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TABLE OF CONTENTS FOR SEPTEMBER, 


COVER DESIGN 


ILLUSTRATION FROM “ON ‘THE EVE OF 
THE CONBLICT,” ‘ Frontispiece 


ON THE EVE OF THE CONFLICT . ; Benidiie Dale . 393 
BIG GAME ANGLING IN LITTLE RIVERS. Capt. S. W. Scott . 399 


Proving that there are still some good salmon waters 
where the unattached angler of moderate means may 
enjoy rare sport. 


1 GO A-GUNNING . : ; : ‘ ; William Heyliger . 402 
A yarn of mis-adventures, 
FIELD TAXIDERMY . ‘ J. W. Elwood . - 406 


A practical article, of great value to huseion wa 
naturalists. 


THE LITTLE LAKE OF THE FIGHTING 


1910 


Charles Messerschmitt 

























© * MUSKIES” Will H. Dilg . . 411 
' Where white man never fis hed befor ore, 
& A GOAT HUNT IN WASHINGTON .. . DeLos W. Fowler . 415 
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Range. 
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narrative of pleasing surprises 
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A true account of killing a moose ik Micaihies 4: ‘sin at. 
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Chalmers ‘‘30’’ 
Touring Car, $1500 
115 inch wheel base, 

34 inch wheels, 


Pony Tonneau, $1600 
Roadster, $1500 
Limousine, $3000 
Landaulet, $3000 
Coupe, $2400 


Chalmers ‘‘Forty’’ 
Touring Car, $2750 
Torpedo Body, $3006 
Roadster, $2750 


1911 Models 


Chalmers 


MOTOR CARS 
The Car That Won the 1910 Glidden Trophy 


HE Chalmers “30” is the only medium 

' priced car that ever won the Glidden 

‘Trophy, and the Glidden Tour this 
year was the longest and hardest reliability 
run ever undertaken. 

For five days after every other car was 
penalized—and over the worst part of the 
route—the Chalmers “30” continued with a 
perfect score. 

The winning car was stricily a stock car, 
the same as you would buy at any Chalmers 
salesroom. 

Such a test answers all questions of speed, 
power, endurance, reliability, that expert or 
novice could ask. The Chalmers “30” has 
proven itself over and over again to excel in all 
these features—in fact, the Chalmers 
**30’’ has never been defeated in any 
important motoring contest by a car 
of its own price and power class. 
There is no stock car in the world at 
any price with such a record. 

The Chalmers 1911 models are now ready 
for delivery. In all vital features they remain 
the same cars that have created world’s record 
for speed, endurance, efficiency and consistency. 

In general, the greatest improvement on 
the 1911 Chalmers consists in refinement of 
detail, like the artist’s final touch to the mas- 
terpiece. Lines have been beautified in body 
and fender, so that—viewed from any angle— 
no car, whether it costs $5000 or more, affords 
more eye-delight than the Chalmers. 


In detail—the curves just back of the 
tonneau doors have been straightened out, 
making the low, rakish, straight-lined bodies 
which every maker strives so hard to obtain. 
The seats have been lowered, adding mater- 
ially to the riding comfort. 

The tonneaus of both “30” and “Forty” 
have been made longer and wider. The fen- 
ders have been changed slightly, adding to 
the graceful appearance of the car. 

The battery box has been placed under the 
tonneau floor and a big tool box placed on the 
left running board, a change that every driver 
will praise. 

New style carburetors are used on both 
motors and their economy and uniformity of 
operation under all conditions will surprise 
every buyer. 

On the “30” we furnish a Bosch magneto, big 
new-style gas lamps, Prest-O-Lite tank and a 
special Chalmers top—a!l for $200 additional. 

As in former years, the Chalmers principle 
is not to make as many cars as possible, but 
to make them as good as possible. Chalmers 
cars are built on a quality, not a quantity basis. 

We would like to take care of everyone 
who wants a Chalmers, and yet it is not our 
ambition to build cars in very large quantities ; 
hence we would advise you to place your 
order early. 

Write for the new catalog “AG” and 
name of the nearest dealer. 


CHALMERS MOTOR COMPANY, Detroit, Mich. 
(Licensed under Selden Patent) 
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WALTER STANLEY NEIMYER 


A CHILD OF THE WOODS AND STREAM 


All the five short years of his existence, Walter Stanley has been in 
camp. The laughing, dancing waters of the stream have been the music 
of the lullaby song that rocked him to sleep at night, and which, with the 
birds, called him at break of morn. Walter Stanley is the happiest baby 
born. And why shouldn’t he be? A child of the woods and stream. 

The island with its cover of beautiful wild flowers, the bend in the 
stream, the chattering brook, are as a photograph on his little, sturdy 
heart. This impress of the glorious surroundings has not been wholly 
confined to the physical, for his mind is receptive to all the minute glories 
of his environment, and he is a little bunch of bubbling good nature. 

Even now, he is an apt disciple of Uncle Izaak, so much so that, in 
time, he may fade the glory of the fisherman’s patron saint. For already 
can he impale a wriggling worm, and cast a fly. And here we see him, 
in regulation costume—real man fashion—awaiting a strike. So the boys 
have dubbed him, “A Gay Old Sport.” 








(aa OS 


pe ee Ae Wai is Diet ola 





““EVERY DEPRESSION SEEMED TO HOLD A SOLDIER OF THIS WIDELY SCATTERED LEGION” 
Illustrating “On the Eve of the Conflict.” 
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A FAR NORTHERN BAG 
GOLDEN-EYES AND BUFFLEHEADS 


ON THE EVE 


SEPTEMBER, 1910 





NUMBER FIVE 





A WESTERN 


BAG 


PINTAIL, WIDGEON AND CANVASBACK 


OF THE CONFLICT 


BY BONNYCASTLE DALE 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE AUTHOR 


HAT means these train-loads of 
W sree men, these motors filed 
with khaki-clad crowds, these 
steamer-loads of men, ail bearing arms— 
is it war? From every station in all the 
great cities, from the steamboat piers, 
from the garages, from the towns, from 
the villages, from the flag stations de- 
part this mighty host. Listen to the fare- 
wells. “Be careful, dad; many have been 
shot, but bring me the biggest one you 
kill.” She is a little barbarian, for all 
her yellow cur's, to utter such a wish. 
“Take care, John, and keep out of dan- 
ger, but I do hope you kill as many as 
Jones.” <A trace of the savage nature, 
one would say, in this wifely parting. 
From the tundra of the Yukon, from 
the inlets and rivers of British Columbia, 
from the streams and lakes and marshes 
of the Great Dominion and the Northern 


States, right down to the Everglades of 
Florida, pours forth this great army, 
armed with—well, mostly everything that 
will kill. Dainty 20-bore guns, business- 
like 12 bores, wicked 'ooking big 10 bores, 
pump and automatic; patent guns and 
.22 and other caliber rifles, some with si- 
lencers on, some having concentrators and 
shot-carrier ammunition; muzzle-loaders 
that pick off the object as far as the best 
modern guns, flint locks and old pin fires. 
Many have carved stocks, but in the heart 
of the forest I see some that have wired 
ones, 

This army of men, with murder in their 
eyes, pass the time by disputing whether 
“your lead is as good as mine.” Many 
tell just nearly the truth as to where they 
will stand in the firing line; but none the 
exact spot. Many an old “vet” tells 
proudly of his slain, On tear the trains. 
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“THE WIDGEON PADDLED 
SCIOUS OF DANGER” 


EERIE MEINE OI 


On rolls the steamers. Along dart the 
motors, swiftly the carriages and buggies 





; “__TIIE SEASON WAS OVER FOR THE QUAIL 
ERE IT HAD WELL BEGUN” 





OFF UNCON- 





Field and Stream 


and wagons pass along north, 
south, east, every 
point of the compass, and from 
every part of the huge conti- 
nent of America—out pours the 
Army. 

And the Navy. All along 
the shores of old ocean, on the 
edges of the mighty rivers, 
from the beaches of the Great 
Lakes, along the winding way 
of the sedgy streams, through 
drowned lands and wild rice 
fields, on almost every navigable 
bit of water from Hudson Bay 
to the Gulf of Georgia, puts out 
the Navy—in canoes and punts, 
in skiffs and dugouts, in moni- 
tors and sneak boats, on rafts 
and logs they set forth—a mul- 
titudinous host. 

I tell you, fellow-soldiers in 
this great conflict, that never in 
the history of any civilized na- 
tion has so mighty af army 
gone forth. Athens, Rome, 
Paris, London never directed so mighty 
an array. The fields of conflict of the 
fiercer struggles of ancient history wither 
and shrink away, beside this three-thou- 
sand-mile square field of battle. No reli- 
gious war, no quarrels of kings, no dis- 
pute of presidents has ever marshalled 
such an army. 

The numbers of the fleets of these old- 
time wars are lost in the myriad batteaus 
of this attacking navy. Of soldiers we 
have fully a million. Of the Navy two 
hundred and fifty thousand answer the 
roll-call. The rich and the poor march 
forth side by side, the man of seventy 
gaily walking beside the ruddy-cheeked 
youth of fifteen. 

sut the tactics of this war are so novel. 
No sooner has train and boat and motor 
carriage disgorged this host, than they 
form a widely divided line of sharpshoot- 
ers that head for the most secluded spots. 
Each seems selfishly keeping to himself 
the route along which the invaders wiil 
advance, as if he alone would kill them 
all. That is the scene the day before the 
conflict. 

And the enemy—what of it? 

From the far-off, lonely marshes that 


west — to 
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edge pacific rivers; from the mossy sur- 
face of Alaskan breeding-grounds; from 
the grass-headed, isolated rocks of the ti- 
dal islands; from the tullies of the West- 
ern streams; from the flags of the prairie 
- nesting-places; from beneath the spread- 
ing cedar branches and drowned lands of 
the Provinces; from the rushes of the 
Middle States; from the stubs, branches, 
and marshes of the Atlantic coast woods; 
from the muddy river reaches of the low 
er West, to the dim lagoons and shaded 
rivers of the South, come ferth the Army 
of the Invaders. Lordly mallard and 
swiftly flying teal, woodduck—alas! a 
passing regiment; hocded mergancer, 
pintail and widgeon, dusky mallard and 
widely scattered scaup, shoveller cand 
gadwall, glorious redhead and kingly can- 
vasback, lesser scaup and ringbill, mer- 
rily whistling golden-eye and silent bu‘fe- 
head, noisy old squaw and painted har- 
lequin—surf-duck and gooseander, eider 
and stel‘ar, and the ridiculous little ruddy 
—a countless host. And for camp follow- 
ers—the rails and coots and crakes. 

Lulled into a false feeling of security, the 
Invaders drowse on every feather-covered bundles. passing along the creek and river 
log. The trampled grass of the hillocks banks. An unusual number ci _ those 
tell of their resting-p'aces, the 
green, mossy banks, where the 
maple overshadows the pool, 
are the nurseries of the wood- 
ducks. Thousands of young 
mallards swim fearlessly up and 
down narrow creek reaches. 
All the s!oughs of the prairies 
are filled with coarse-crying 
red-heads, canvasbacks, gab- 
bling pintails and widgeon, gad 
wall and shovellers—so falls 
the eve of the day before the 
conflict. 

Now the birds spring aloft in 
gracefully waving ribbons of 
flight, and wind away to the 
feeding-grounds; for hide by 
day and feed by night is the 
watchword of the wild duck, 
even where only the natural 
enemies, the birds and beasts 
and the reptiles, pursue it. The 
laggards of this flight saw a 
few unusual sights. Tall, dark- 
looking animals, carrying big —— 





“AT SUNRISE THE MALLARD LEAPED— 
WILDLY CALLING” 











“AMID THE LILY-PADS THE 
HEAD WAITED” 


ACTIVE RED- 






—< 














396 


strange things, half log and half animal; 
that, once they reach the shore, separate 
the head and waving arms from the log, 
and become walking mammals. The old- 
est of these wild ducks had seen fungus 
that grew in a night, but never such tall 
white growths that sprang up wherever 
these animals stopped. Strange fire 
gleams were reflected in lonely waters, 
and a very rare “bang” astonished the 
feeding hosts in nearby marshes—likely it 
was a falling rock; and the busy bills re- 
newed the food attack. No!—the Army 
said it was a “Hog.” 

Twelve o’clock and “all is well.” 

The fungus-like growths have absorbed 
all the new animals—all save a few that 
are busy emptying barrels and bottles and 
divers other munitions of warfare. True, 
the ever-watchful mailards see a nervous 
poking out of heads from the tall white 
nests, a restlessness and a grumbling mur- 
mur for daylight; that undercurrents the 
noises of the night. 

One o'clock. The Army is asleep. The 
Invaders are busily feeding. 

Two o'clock. From Atlantic to Pa- 
cific, from the Bay to the Gulf, the first 
morning fires of this widely separated 
bivouacing Army break forth. Soon a 
line of fires, mere gleaming dots amid 
woods and forests, encircle the continent. 
The morning sacrifices of this host are 
taking place, and the universal incense of 
the oblation of frying, oft burning, pig, 
borne on morning winds, tells of their 
nationality. Now there is a mysterious 
morning drill by the Army. This con- 
sists in aiming empty guns at imaginary 
objects, and of telling the other soldiers 
of thousands of the enemy that have been 
killed. Strange to say, each man is the 
best shot in his part of the country—oh! 
the dreadful slaughter that must neces- 
sarily ensue. 

Three o’clock. The Army is in place. 
Some sit uncomfortably on tussocks of 
the prairie, others awaited the enemy in 
grass-covered stone fofts on the points of 
the islands. Some hid behind glacial boul- 
ders on the shores of the ocean inlets. 
Some sit behind stone. walls built across 
the valleys of the grassy tops of breeding- 
islands, some were in trenches, some in 
sandbanks—every depression seemed to 
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hold a soldier of this widely scattered 


legion. The Navy—oh, it was in place 
early—too early, as usual. Some had 
their boats hidden in the marshes. Some 


built regular weed hides upon the bows, 
and paddled or pushed along. Some hid 
low in the cover, ready to push along and 
jump and kill the leaping bird. These did 
well. In the extreme North the snow hed 
driven the birds out and all the hunter 
saw was a white expanse. The camp 
scenes were many, and all beautiful. For 
where is there an ugly spot on the First? 
It was an ideal.spot some of the armed 
men had chosen, overlooking a wild rice 
bed. “Bang!’—only the early report of 
an idiot in the field. 

Four o'clock. The feeding host are 
filled to repletion. A low gabbling mur- 
mur tells this. A loud “quack” from 
some watchful mallard, tells that the first 
faint sign that betokens the coming day, 
has been seen by that ever-watchful brown 
eye. 

Soon the light extends, broadens, deep- 
ens. The wild duck in marshes bill-comb 
their flight plumes, call shrilly or gut- 
turally to one another, Ancient mallard 
drakes restrain the impatient young by 
deep-noted calls; soon a leader of the 
flock springs up on noisily flapping wings, 
and the mighty hosts of wild fowl fly off 
for the safe, secluded places. 

Meanwhile, the king of day has been 
slowly mounting the eastern horizon. 
Range, hill, beach, plain, valley, river, 
marsh and swamp are filled with the clear- 
ing gray light of dawn. Now! !—and the 
Army, concealed in the marshes, fire a 
feu de joie that runs across America, as 
though a continent-wide band of infantry 
incessantly and continuously saluted the 
morning sun. From the Atlantic across 
the.“Father of Waters,’ and on out to 
the great heaving Pacific rolls the spiteful 
line of fire. 

On mid-continental marshes, at sunrise 
the mallards leaped, wildly calling be- 
fore the terrifying noises. In many an 
unusued water the birds flew wildly be- 
fore the advancing boats of the Navy. 
The widgeon fed in the “tide rips” of 
the Western coastal waters, ever and 
anon turning a watchful eye upon the 
cedar bough arched canoe, that, like an 
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innocent-branched log swept slowly along 


with the current. “Bang!’’—even this 
“log” had one of the Navy concealed 
therein. 


Now the volleying has raised the birds; 
the air is filled with the whirring legions. 
At first they flew, fairly low, even return- 
ing to the safe, secluded resting places 
once more. Away they went again—sky- 
scraping far above the tallest trees. Later 
the Invaders flew in confused masses, 
here, there, everywhere. 


Now _ returns 
the Army tri- 
umphant. The 


day is done, the 
enemy in flight 
everywhere. With 
happy songs and 
rhythmic — blades 
the Navy padd'e 
home. They, too, 
have routed the 


enemy on every 
hand. Surely this 
great mass. of 
men, a_ trickle 


first as they leave 
the woods, a 


crowd as_ they 
seek their trains 
and boats and 


carriages, a 
mighty host as, 
gathered, they 
pour into their 
home places; 
surely this host 
has killed many 
millions of the 
enemy. ‘They used full fifty million shells. 
Surely a bird for five shells? No. A bird 
for ten shells, then? No, again, sir. Well, 
a bird for twenty shells? Now you are 
getting nearer the limit. The great ma- 
jority of this Army, I am sad to confess, 
were birdless, The poor man, not a poor 
sportsman, had silver in his pocket, and 
the rich man had the “dead” for the 
curly-headed one, or the wife, that was 
awaiting. 

Why is the ambulance waiting at the 
depot? To take a man shot by mistake, 
by accident. Each man should be li- 
censed and each “accident” should bear 
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with it the full penalty—unless se‘f-in- 


flicted, and then I hear the ducks say, 
“Look, we’re safe; they are committing 
suicide.” 

Watch this wise man as he disrobes. 


Metal-lined hat. Shooting-coat shot-proof. 
Trousers ditto. Wise man—he knew his 
friends. I tell you, the woods and the 
waters are unsafe during the open season, 
unless you wear the new armor-plated 
shooting costumes. 

But the true sportsman, he that has mercy 
in his heart and 
always waist for 
the birds to fly, 
and faithfully fol- 
lows the wounded 
and ends its mis- 





ery—they had 

gcod bags; and, 
% unless this class 
m of the great 
te Army of sports- 
m} men, in season 
4 @=©6and_out of sea- 
b son, urge the 
=| making .of laws 
S, to keep the spring 
a season closed, to 
fi limit the bags 
ka = and _ to encourage 
m6 the: raising of all 

wild fowl and 

game birds, un- 


less they are to be 
sold tagged in 
the markets, they 
actually force the 
two governments 
to appoint war- 
dens for the breeding-grounds. The ma- 
jority of nests I have examined in thirty 
years, of all the birds we love to hunt, have 
been so persistently robbed that forty per 
cent of the c’utch is the yearly average 
brought forth alive. Unless this struggle 
is kept up—the Army may stay at home. 
I have seen all the wild ducks and the 
game birds passing out before man, dur- 
ing all the years I have been afield study- 
ing Natural History, and if the present 
slaughter and lack of protection of the 
breeding-grounds keep on, our grand- 
children will have to go to a picture-book 
to see a wild-bred game bird or wild fowl. 














BIG GAME ANGLING IN LITTLE RIVERS 


PROVING THAT THERE ARE STILL-SOME GOOD SALMON WATERS WHERE 
THE UNATTACHED ANGLER OF MODERATE MEANS MAY ENJOY RARE SPORT 


BY CAPT. S. W. SCOTT 


AVE you ever had a 5-pound small 
H mouth black bass on a light trout 

rod in a good cold mountain lake, 
or a 24-inch square tail brook trout in 
some deep, shady pool? Grand, invigo- 
rating sport, but take my word for it, you 
have not reached the half-way mark in 
angling unless you have had such battles 
royal, 

Let the same rod feel the thrill of that 
first mighty rush of silver king salmon, 
znd the pulse will be accelerated to the 
fever point, and the moment will be one 
never to be forgotten in the glorious 
pleasures of your outdoor life. 

In America the mountain sheep rep- 
resents the loftiest ambition of the big 
game hunter, and he is willing to spend 
eight long days from New York to reach 
their playgrounds; surely the big game 
fisherman ought not begrudge two days 
and a half in reaching the grand abiding 
place of that Gold Medalist of all fresh 
water fish—the salmon. 

Although few, there are regions still 
left on this continent where such sport 
is free to all and the prize to the pa- 
tient, careful sportsman who seeks qual- 
ity with delicacy, rather than quantity 
with automatic devices and heavy rig- 
ging. 

It was my privilege last summer to ac- 
company a certain New York doctor to 
one of his favorite salmon rivers. 

We did not alight until we had left be 
hind such well known waters as the Ken- 
nebec, Belgrade, Restigouche, Metepidia, 
Tobique, all the Nova Scotia and Cape 
3reton rivers, and until the Bruce 
picked us up at the dock at North Syd- 
ney and we were carried the remaining 
one hundred miles and touched Newfound- 
land soil. Thursday night in New York. 
Sunday morning in Newfoundland, with 
a train waiting to take us to any one of 


a dozen rivers, all within three hours’ 
run from Port Aux Basque. 

Two hours brought us to a point in the 
Grand Codroy, where two husky guides, 
seated on a pile of ties, met us and soon 
had us established in a little log cabin 


the doctor had built on the bank of a real 
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live salmon pcol. Yes, it was alive, for 
with every dishpan or utensil I threw out 
of the doctor’s “arks” to complete the 
furnishing of our camp there was a cor- 
responding “co-plunk” in the pool and 
someone was sure to remark, “Oh, wasn’t 
he a beauty!” 

This was my first surprise, and I was 
to receive many, fcr when I remarked that 
the salmon seemed to spend most of their 
time in the air jumping, he replied: “Yes, 
to-morrow night you will tell me they not 
only jump but fly also.” 

3reakfast over next morning the doc- 
tor, at my request, just took his rod down 
to show me the proper and scientific man- 
ner of fishing the poo’. His equipment 
consisted of armpit waders, a_ two- 
handed casting rod 16 feet long, with large 
reel containing 500 feet of silk line, a 
g-foot single gut leader and a double No 
7 Jock Scott. Then he began at the 
upper end to whip that beautiful sheet of 
water. 

He certainly had done that before, for 
that’ Jock Scott flew over every dark 
likely-looking spot and swift water eddy 
in the upper end of the pool within 75 
feet of the large flat rock in front of our 
cabin. 

Feeling rather strange with the new 
two-handed apparatus, I rigged up my 
old reliable split bamboo trout rod,. wiring 
a large reel on the butt. This add:d 
weight I found ideal for long casting; 
so, following the doctor’s example, I 
trained my Silver Doctor on all the likely 
spots. ; 

Everyone had told me that I must not 
expect to hook a fish short of three days, 
and if we landed six or eight fish during 
our twelve days’ stay it would be above 
the average; so when I reached the !ow- 
er end of the pool without a rise it seemed 
I was up to schedule and a full-fledged 
salmon fisherman. 

The 300 feet of pool was dark and 
deep along the opposite shore, but shelved 
up nicely to a beach on our side, and hav- 
ing hip boots, allowing me to go half-way 
over, I was rather pleased with myself 
that the doctor’s elaborate rig of a rub- 
ber bathing suit (heavy and c'umsy) was 
not at all necessary there, whereas my 
boots were just the thing. I could reach 
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any part of the pool with my fly, and if 
I hooked a fish it would be simple to move 
back on the beach and stand there while 
Mr. Salmon ran up and down the pool 
till tired. 

Casting all the time, I took a_ half 
glance over my back to see what the 
doctor and our guides were doing up at 
camp. Unhappy thought, for at that mo- 
ment something happened—no fish jumped 
out of the water after my Silver Doctor, 
but my line must have short-circuited 
with Niagara Falls power station, for 
when my eye got back again to where 
my reel full of line had been, there was 





only ¢ ible pinwhee yin i 
, omy a terrible pinwheel going off in my 


fingers, making a noise like a New York 
fireboat answering a hurry call. 

My! that was a very large pool, and I 
was near the lower end, but an expert 
timer with a stop watch and a split-sec- 
ond hand couldn’t have started that watch 
before most of my line was up in those 
rapids above the pool, cutting fantastic 
figures among the rocks. 

My guide quickly made me understand 
that if I wished to take home any part of 
my fishing outfit as a memento it was 
“me for the beach and up river.” 

This I proceeded to do, but not before 
I sat down just once in nearly three feet 
of water, and passing the camp there was 
an explosion from the doctor, drowning 
for the moment even that delightful music 
made by the water in both boots filled to 
the brim; but I was hooked and my cap- 
tor said, “Keep moving,” so not one look 
was al’owed me as we left the camp be- 
hind. 

Up in the still water above the rapids 
he rushed, jumped and darted till it 
seemed that the little fly in his upper jaw 
must be dislodged. ' 

The guide was constantly on the alert, 
throwing stones to drive him away from 
dangerous logs or sharp rocks and trying 
to keep him out of the rapids; but all in 
vain, for with one mighty rush and a leap 
down stream he went through our large 
pool again, over the little falls and down, 
down, with the current to help him, till at 
last resting in a small eddy behind a 
huge rock we were given a moment to 
catch up and collect several hundred feet 
of line. 
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It was a grand fight, and matiy times 
when I thought he was tiring, another rush 
would make the reel hum, and his bright 
sides would gleam in the sunlight like 
silver, as he leaped again and again. 

After several hours of the most strenu- 
ous activity and close observation of every 
move this 16-pound fish of power and 
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muscle was brought to gaff beside a large 
flat rock, well down the river, many hun- 
dreds of yards from where he was hooked. 

One experience such as this will remain 
forever in a man’s memory as one of the 
most delightful, exciting and perhaps the 
grandest epochs of true sportsmanship in 
the outdoor schedule of pastimes. 





I GO A-GUNNING 


A YARN OF MIS-ADVENTURES 


BY WILLIAM HEYLIGER 


HERE must be some pleasure to gun- 

ning. There must also be some pleas 

ure in committing suicide, else why 
do so many persons do one and the cther. 
Personally, I have never, so far as I 
know, committed suicide. I have, how- 
ever, gunned in a country where the big 
gest and the most ferocious game is a 
rabbit. 

A friend, starting for Europe in a few 
days, left his cartridge belt, game bag 
and shotgun with me for safekeeping. 
The gun created a vast distrust in my 
family. We locked it in a closet and 
pushed a sofa against the closet-door. Af- 
ter six days of argument my wife and I 
decided that perhaps the gun might be 
loaded, and that jt might go off during the 
night, and send a load of shot through 
the closet-door into our bedroom and per- 
haps spoil the bedspread. So the sofa was 
pushed back and the gun was lowered out 
the window on a string. Later, in the 
yard, I pulled both triggers and got one 
report. That was enough, however, as it 
scared the baker’s horse into doing $5 
worth of damage to its harness. I paid 


the damage, and, conscious that the gun 
was not now loaded, carted it upstairs to 
the attic and there left it to its fate. 

“There’s some way of breaking a gun 
and taking the cartridges out,” said my 
wife. “Why didn’t I think of that?” 

“Tt wouldn’t have done you any good,” 
I said emphatically. “This experience 
has cost me $5 already, without breaking 
the gun and having to pay for that.” 

“But I don’t think you actually break 
the gun,” said my wife. “There’s some 
papers in the game bag. Perhaps they tell 
ali about the gun.” 

[ fished two or three booklets from the 
bag. That was how I came to go gun- 
ning for the first and the last time. 

The game bag held the kind of gunner’s 
catalogues that show green fields, and 
blazing weapons, and tumbling birds, or 
else falling animals of enormous size. The 
hunters in the book all wore natty hunt- 
ing suits. The picture of one man, dressed 
in green and holding a bird at arm’s 
length, pleased my wife. 

“You must wear a suit like that,” she 
said. “You must go hunting in that kind 





‘ONE OF THE MEN SIIOVED ME INTO A TREE AT THE ROADSIDE. ‘DO YOU OWN THE 
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of an outfit. I know it will look well on 
you.” 

“But, Kate, I don’t know anything 


about hunting,” I protested. 

“But I know you would be a picture in 
that costume,” insisted my wife, and I 
gave up the argument. Next day I car- 
ried the gun to the city, and a sporting 
goods sa'esman showed me how to open 
and close it. I bought a box of car- 
tridges. 

“About what charge?” asked the sales- 
man. 

“Oh, about a dozen drams,” I said. 
Something told me they came in drams. 

The man started and looked hard at me. 
“Did you ever before go shooting?” he 
asked. 

I confessed. 
asked. 

“Your trigger finger isn’t calloused,” 
he confided. “You had better not take so 
heavy a charge.” 

“I suppose it, would bring a_ bigger 
strain on my finger,” I agreed. 

When I got hcme Kate told me that the 
tailor expected me that night. 

“I brought him around the book,” she 
said, “and he says he can make the suit 
in ten days. You can go gunning Satur- 
day week.” 

But before Saturday week friends had 
informed me of things that I did not know 
before. 

“This 
Kate. 

“But surely the clothes the tailor made 
are not objectionable,” she protested. 

It took several hours to explain to 
Kate. 

“Can you go shooting in the Fall?” 
she asked. 

I said I could. 

She sighed. “Well, I must ask the tailor 
it the suit will do for Fall shooting.” 

The tailor’s answer was satisfactory, 
and the summer passed peacefully. 

On Thanksgiving Day I fared forth, 
with Kate waving a proud good-by from 
the porch. I carried the gun gingerly, 


“How did you know?” I 


is the closed season,” I told 


with the hammers cocked and with the 
barrels pointing at the ground, as I had 
seen the guns carried in the catalogues. 
The family next door ran to their win- 
dows to see me off, much to Kate’s secret 


delight. 


I have since learned that run- 
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ning to windows is one of the preroga- 
tives of the “family next door.” 

A half-hour’s tramp brought me to the 
Overpeck meadows. I had been told that 
these New Jersey lowlands were full of 
reed birds. I saw the reeds, but no birds 
—that is, not until both shells suddenly 
exploded. 

With the report birds arose all around 
me. The kick of the gun and the shock 
sat me unceremoniously cn a patch of 
springy ground that oozed under three 
inches of water. It was not necessary for 
me to see the water to know that it was 
there. I reasoned, after a while, that the 
stiff reeds had struck the triggers and 
that the hammers had fallen. Thus I 
learned that it is wise to carry a gun un- 
cocked, and that there were birds in the 
meadow. , 

Encouraged by the birds, not the wet- 
ting, I continued my career of slaughter. 
As I broke through the coarse meadow, 
reed birds kept rising always in front of 
me. Fina ly I took to shooting in the 
hope of getting them on the wing. It was 
exasperating sport. Up would go my gun, 
I’d squint into the sights, the gun would 
bark and the bird would keep a-winging 
as though nothing had happened. Had 
the birds got excited about it, or had they 
turned pale, I would not have minded so 
much. But to have them act so indiffer- 
ent in the face of my shooting was mad- 
dening. 

At last, after hours of effort in which 
I had thoroughly wet my feet, I saw a 
bird sitting near the top of a reed and 
swaying with it. I fired and the bird did 
not rise. I found the reeds all shot away 
at the top, but though I searched for 
half an hour I did not find the bird. I 
was told afterwards that only a dog can 
find a bird among the heavy reeds. 

Disgusted with reed birds, I took to the 
open road. Two miles above I came upon 
two men. Somewhere a dog was baying. 

“Any luck?” they asked. 

“Not yet,” I answered. 

“Where’s your dog?” 

“Didn’t bring it,” I said. 

The taller man stared. “How do you 
expect to get rabbits without a dog?” 

“Do you shoot them with a dog?” I 
asked, with what was meant to be sar- 
casm. 
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The baying of a dog came nearer. Fol- 
lowing the lead of the others I looked 
down the road. <A rabbit flashed into 
view. I was out of gunshot, but I fired 
before I knew the gun had gone to my 
shoulder. One of the men shoved me 
into a tree at the roadside. 

“Why did you shoot at that rabbit?” 
he asked. 

“Do you own the rabbit?” I demanded. 

“My dog started it,” he exploded. 

I didn’t quite understand, but, held my 
peace. The rabbit appeared again and the 
man tumbled it. Then he surveyed me 
from head to foot. 

“Behold the suit,” said his companion. 
“Your first gunning trip?” 

“My first,” I acknowledged. 

“Say,” he said, “go over into the woods. 
You'll find lots of game there.” 

“Why don’t you go?” I asked, sus- 
piciously. 

“Oh,” he said, “our dog would scare 
them.” 

His answer dispelled the thought that 
they were trying to make a fool of me. 
Cheerfully I tramped into the woods they 
had pointed out. The trees were so thick 
that close to the ground was a semi- 
gloom. Sunlight flittered half-way down 
the tree trunks and then stopped. 

But birds twittered everywhere. I shot 
two before I was in the wocds ten min- 
utes. In two hours my game bag was 
filled. It bulged on my hip as I came 
out on the road again. Now and then 
other gunners passed me, and I felt a 
thrill of inward pride as I noted their 
flat game bags. 

Finally a man stopped me. 

“Great Scott! What did you get?” he 
asked. 

“Birds,” I said. Seeing that he waited 
expectantly, I opened my game bag. 

He looked at the birds and then looked 
queerly at me. 

“Shoot them all yourself?” he asked. 


I said I had. 

“Great work,” he commented. 

Twice after that other gunners stopped 
me and peeked into my game bag. They 
all looked me over queerly, and I de- 
cided that they thought that I had bought 
the birds. 

Ha'f a mile further on I met the two 
gunners of the rabbit incident. 

“Those woods were full of game,” I 
said. 

“Eh?” they gasped. 

“Could have got twice as much,” I said, 
and threw open my game bag. 

For a moment they stared and then 
they roared with hearty laughter. I 
thought they would die there on the 
road. 

“T shot them myself,” I protested. 

“Don’t doubt it,’ they assured me. 
“Do you know what they are?” 

“Snipe,” I hazarded. 

They roared again with laughter. 
“Why, man, they’re sparrows—plain, ordi- 
nary sparrows. Don’t show them to any 
body else. Understand?” 

I did. 

The shadows of a fall evening were 
darkening the countryside. I stole away 
to where a dozen stately trees formed a 
sheltered and secluded spot. My game 
bag was soon emptied. Next I emptied 
my cartridge belt and cast the cartridges 
far from me. Then, while I waited, gun- 
ners—jovial, rollicking, shabbily dressed 
gunners—passed up and down the road 
at intervals. Twice dogs came in upon 
my solitude, sniffed questioningly and 
went .off. Thanksgiving Day, 1909! 
Thanksgiving: 





When it was quite dark I stumbled 
home along unaccustomed roads. Kate, 
beaming joyously, met me at the door. 

“Do you know,” she demanded, proudly, 
“that you were the best dressed gunner 
out to-day?” 

T let it go at that. 

















FIELD TAXIDERMY 


A PRACTICAL ARTICLE, OF GREAT VALUE TO HUNTERS AND NATURALISTS 


BY J. W. 


President Northwestern 


Y the term “Field Taxidermy” we re 
B fer to the proper handling of game- 

birds and animals in the field, so 
that they will reach the taxidermist in 
good condition for mounting or tanning. 
In this brief treatise no attempt is made 
to give instructions on the subjects of 
mounting trophies or tanning hides; but 
accurate information is outlined for the 
proper handling of specimens when they 
are secured, so they will not spoil or be 
damaged in transit, and so they may be 
kept raw for a number of weeks or even 
months if desired. 

More specimens are ruined in the field 
by incorrect handling than are ruined by 
incompetent taxidermists in the shops. 
Some persons are in the habit of sending 
decaying, evil-smelling hides or skins to 
the taxidermist, and expect him, through 
some “hocus-pocus,” to transfer them into 
perfect specimens of beautiful birds and 
animals. If the taxidermist fails to do 
this, or notifies his correspondent that he 
cannot do satisfactory work on account 
of the specimen being damaged, then the 
taxidermist is often condemned as incom- 
petent. 

Any one with a little judgment should 
know that it is impossible to set the 
feather or hair on a rotten skin, or to 
make two hairs grow where but one grew 
before. If the hunter or sportsman will 
take care of his specimens and get them 
to the taxidermist in good condition, the 
chances are that he will get good work, 
and if you want perfect trophies do your 
part when you take them in the field. 


HANDLING GAME HEADS 


A great many sportsmen, after securing 
a deer, elk, moose or other game animals 
of this kind, cut the throat regardless of 
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location and directions, often mutilating 
the hide so that it can never be mounted 
without the cuts and seams showing; or 
after the skin is removed they are apt to 
poll it up and put it in a dark, warm 
place; with the result that it spoils or 
becomes grease-burned or heated so that 
the hair slips when it is soaked up for 
mounting later. 

Right to start with, we want to empha- 
size four important points in handling 
game heads: 


First: NEVER CUT AN ANIMAI. ON THE 
THROAT. 

SEcoND: NEVER CUT THE HIDE OFF 
WITH A SHORT NECK LEAVE NECKS VERY 
LONG. 

TuHirpD: NEVER DRY A HIDE IN THE 
SUN. 

FourtH: NEVER ROLL A HIDE UP BE 
FORE IT IS DRY. 


After an animal has been secured, pro- 
ceed to skin it as follows: 

Make an incision down the back of the 
neck from “A” to “Z,” as shown in figure 
one. 

From this point make incisions to “C” 
and “D” at the bases of the two antlers. 
These are the only incisions necessary in 
skinning game-heads with antlers. If the 
specimen does not have antlers, then the 
incision from “A” to “X” is sufficient. 

After this incision has been made skin 
the neck in the usual way until you reach 
the ears, which should be detached very 
close to the skull. Detach the skin around 
the antlers. The cut should be close to 
the antlers, leaving no hair attached to 
them. 

Now continue the skinning until the 
eyes are reached, where you must pro- 
ceed with a great deal of care, for it is 


Epitor’s Note: This article is published by courtesy of the University Society, Inc., from Mr. Elwood’s 
forthcoming book. 
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very easy to cut the eyelids, and if you 
do, you will never be able to repair them 
perfectly, so prevention is better than 
cure in this instance. The corners of the 
eyelids are apt to be attached firmly to the 
bone and must be separated by carefully 
applying a knife or scalpel. 

Continue to invert the skin until you 
reach the nostrils and mouth. See fig- 
ure 2. 

Now work slowly and carefully and you 
will have no trouble. Cut the lips away 
close to the teeth and make no incision 
through the skin. The skin will now be 
entirely separated from the ckull, but 
there will, of course, be a great deal of 
fat and flesh clinging to it. After the 
“scalp” has been removed from the skull 
it will appear like figure 3. 

You should now proceed to skin the 
ears. Some so-called taxidermists do not 
consider it necessary to skin out the ears 
at all, but simply preserve them and al!ow 
them to dry up with the cartilage inside, 
but this is always poor work. The speci- 
mens never look right, for the ears shrink 
and shrivel and are unsightly. Therefore, 
in all cases skin out the ears entirely to 
the points. The work is done as follows: 
Do not make any cuts in the earskin, but 
turn the ears inside out. Starting on the 
back part of the ear, separate the carti- 
lage as far as you can with a knife, then 
start to turn it inside out, separating the 
cartilage from the skin as you go. Do 
not try to separate it from the front part 
of the ear at this time, but continue the 
work on the back part until you have 
reached the point. Some blunt instru- 
ment, such as a spoon handle or flat hard- 
wood stick, is very useful for this pur- 
pose. 

After the ears have been skinned the 
lips should next receive attention. Pare 
away all the cartilage from about the 
mouth and nose until the skin is very 
thin, then go over the entire interior of 
the hide, removing all the fat and flesh 
possible. This work cannot be done too 
well. A great many skins are ruined by 
leaving fat and flesh on them, causing 
grease-burn. 

After the fleshing has been thoroughly 
done, then the hide should be stretched 
out without any wrinkles or folds in it, 


and left to dry naturally in a cool place in 
the shade. 

It is not necessary to put any salt, ar- 
senic, alum, or other chemical on the hide 
providing the weather is reasonably dry, 
and if a-skin can be saved without any 
chemicals it will soak up in water to best 
advantage when ready to mount. Allow 
the skin to become thoroughly dry and 
hard; after which it can be folded up and 
kept for a long time, or safely shipped to 
the taxidermist with no danger of spoil- 
ing. If, however, the weather is damp, 
then it is best to salt the hide thoroughly 
before leaving it to dry. 
~ Remember that skins must never be 
folded up or wrapped up while they are 
fresh and wet, for the chances are that 
they will be utterly ruined. 

All of the meat should be cut away from 
the skulls which are preserved to be used 
in mounting. Be sure and save the lower 
jawbone. 

If game-heads are hand‘ed as indicated 
above, there is no chance of their spoiling 
or reaching the taxidermist in an unsatis- 
factory condition. 


PREPARING WHOLE HIDES 


If it is desired to preserve the entire 
hide for mounting whole, the skinning 
must be carefully done and as few cuts 
made as possible. In skinning most all 
animals the incision should be made as 
shown in figure 4. 

Start at “A” and cut forward to “C, 
then backward to point “B.” Then make 
an incision on the inside of the legs from 
points “A” and “B” entirely to the feet. 
Now skin the whole animal in the usual 
way. After the skin has been removed, 
cut open the bottom of the feet and shave 
away all the meat and cartilage. Split 
open the tail full length and remove the 
bone. Skin out the ears and remove the 
cartilage from them, as has already been 
directed. Now go over the interior of 
the skin, removing all the fat and flesh. 

After this part of the work has been 
performed thoroughly, the skin should be 
stretched out and tacked with the flesh 
side exposed to the air, in a dry, cool place 
in the shade—never in the sun. Allow 
the skin to become thoroughly dry, after 
which it may be wrapped up, put away, 
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or safely shipped. If the weather is wet 
and damp, give the hide a heavy coating 
of salt after it has been stretched out. Be 
sure that the air can reach all parts, such 
as the face and inside of the tail and feet. 
If proper care is used in exposing these 
parts to the air, the skin will dry evenly, 
with no danger of the hair slipping. 


HERE IS THE WHOLE SECRET OF TAKING 
CARE OF A HIDE IN THE FIELD 
Skin it out absolutely, fully and com- 
pletely, and without exception into every 
part, nook, corner, and cranny. Dry it 
in the shade, and get it to the taxidermist 


as soon as you can. If you have to keep | 


the hides on hand for some time, roll 
them up after they are dry and cover them 
heavily with naphthaline flakes, or pack a 
large quantity of moth balls or smoking 
tobacco around them, to keep the insects 
away. 

3acon-beetles do more damage to hides 
than all other insects. You should watch 
out for them, and, if necessary, hang the 
hides out occasionally in the air, and beat 
them, to remove any bacon beetles or other 
insects that may have found their way into 
the hides. 

Never, under any circumstances, roll a 
fresh hide up, expecting it to dry in this 
way, for ninety-nine times out of a hun- 
dred it will spoil. Do not wad a hide up 
into a dozen wrinkles, but have it nice and 
smooth, for the wrinkles are apt to cause 
the hair to slip from these places when 
it is soaked up. 

CARE OF BIRDS IN THE FIELD 

As soon as the specimen has been killed, 
fill the mouth and all shot-holes with cot- 
ton to prevent bleeding and soi.ing the 
plumage. Wrap the bird up carefully in 
paper, without disarranging the feathers 
any more than is necessary, and get it to 
the taxidermist as soon as possible. In 
the Summer a bird cannot usually be 
mounted after it has been killed more 
than two or three days, while in the Win- 
ter it will keep a week or more with- 
out freezing, and will keep indefinitely if 
frozen solidly. 

In order to get the best results, how- 
ever, the bird shou'd reach the taxider- 
mist while it is still fresh. If, however, it 
is impossible to reach the taxidermist be- 
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fore the specimen spoils, then it is neces- 
sary to skin the bird and preserve the skin 
only. This requires some skill and prac- 
tice, but it is not nearly so difficult as one 
might imagine before he has undertaken 
the work. The following explains briefly 
the method of skinning a bird for mount- 
ing: 

First make an incision down the breast 
from “A” to “B,” as shown in figure 5, 
using a sharp knife or scalpel. 

Skin to the right and left from this inci- 
sion until the attachments of the legs have 
been reached, when the iegs are detached 
between the long leg bone and the thigh 
bone, as shown at “A” in figure 6. 

Continue the skinning until the entire 
back part of the body is exposed, and then 
detach the tail from the body at “B” fig- 
ure 7. 

After severing the tail, continue to skin 
the body forward until the wings are 
reached, when they should be detached at 
the body joints at “C” and “C” in fi 
ure 8. 

Now continue skinning over the neck 
and head, being careful not to make any 
cuts in the skin. The skin should be in- 
verted entirely to the beak. 

It will be seen that the skin of the neck 
and head will be wrong-side out at this 
time. Cut off the neck at the base of the 
skull, including a portion of the skull, as 
shown at “H” in figure 9. 

This will expose the brain, which should 
be removed. Dig out the eyeballs at “J” 
in figure 9, and throw them away. 

Now scrape and cut away all the fat 
clinging to the skin, and restore the skull 
to its natural position in the skin. Invert 
the skin over the leg bones and wing bones 
and cut away all the meat from the bones 
and skin. A'so cut away all the cartilage 
and meat around the base of the tail, but 
not so much that the tail feathers will be 
loosened. Use great care in removing the 
fat and flesh clinging to the interior of 
the skin, for this must be done right, in 
order to preserve the skin properly for 
relaxing and mounting later. 

If the skin is to be mounted soon, al- 
low it to dry naturally without chemicals, 
but if it is to be preserved for some 
months then cover the interior with pow- 
dered arsenic; this will not only preserve 


o- 
> 














The Little Lake of the Fighting ‘“Muskies ” 


the skin but will prevent insects from at- 
tacking it. 

In skinning birds with very large heads 
and small necks, such as ducks, wood- 
peckers, etc., it may be necessary to make 
an incision on the back part of the head, 
as the skull is so large it cannot be turned 
through the neck skin. 

In preparing bird skins fill the body 
loosely with cotton and straighten all the 
feathers out nicely. Allow the skin to 


become dry, then wrap in paper and it will 
keep indefinitely. 
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Every hunter and sportsman should be 
able to properly remove bird skins, for 
very often exceptionally beautiful and 
valuable specimers are taken in the field, 
when it is practically impossible to get 
them to the taxidermist for many days, or 
weeks; and unless one is thoroughly post- 
ed on preserving skins, then these trophies 
must necessarily be lost. After just a few 
attempts the sportsman can make up a dry 
skin in this way, so that it can be relaxed 
and mounted almost as well as a fresh 
skin. 





THE LITTLE LAKE OF THE FIGHTING 
‘“ MUSKIES ” 


WHERE WHITE MAN NEVER FISHED BEFORE 


BY WILL 


LL this Winter I yearned for the 
tivers and the lakes of the North 


woods, and could scarcely wait until 
the season opened. On May 3Ist I was 
on board: the Ashland Limited for the 
Flambeau country, and arrived at my des- 
tination five hours and ten minutes after 
the opening of the season. I was met by 
my two Chippewas, Jim and Ole Catfish, 
and within an hour was at my camp, 
which the Indians had pitched the day be- 
fore. I was particularly after bass. For 
years I have tried to get the first cast of 
the season, in four or five favorite bass 
lakes of mine, in that vicinity. I found 
that I was the first one on those waters, 
and also that, as I had feared on account 
of the extremely late Spring, the bass had 
only just started to spawn. 

It is against my princip'es to take bass 
while on their spawning beds; therefore, 
I had to abandon the idea of bass fishing. 
And the following incident ought to prove 
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to anyone, with a spark of fair play, that 
to take this game fish at such a time is to 
be utterly lacking in the true spirit of 
angling, and devoid of the sense of duty 
every angler should feel he owes to the 
fishermen that are to follow him. 

One morning I noticed a bass of about 
four pounds circling around a perfect bed. 
It was evident that he had spent much 
time in preparing it. It was unusually 
large, and well-located in from four to 
five feet of water. At this season of the 
year one can place the most luscious min- 
now or frog directly at the nose of the 
male bass, and he will not deign to notice 
it, but let anyone drop a bait on the re- 
motest edge of the bed, and the bass will 
fiercely rush to remove the invader. I 
cast my Hildebrandt spinner and fly just 
a bit beyond the bed, and reeling slowly in 
let it sink to the center. Instantly it was 
seized. I tried to set the hook, but it only 
took slight hold—the fish made a wide 











412 


swirl and a jump and shook free. Again 
I cast in the same way, and again my 
spoon was seized. There was another 
quick swirl and leap, and my lure was 
thrown fully five feet. Once more I cast, 
and once more that gallant fish struck, 
but this time I got the hook firmly set in 
his upper lip. He made a stubborn fight, 
and when my Indéan slipped the net under 
him he remarked, “Him fight to beat hell.” 
This unexpected tribute from an Indian 
expressed my sentiments eloquently. I 
told him to remove the hook carefully and 
return the fish to the water, and I have 
not the slightest doubt that the bass re- 
turned at once to his nest, and would have 
defended it again just as valiantly. I cer- 
tainly hate to think of some ignorant and 
unfeeling fish hog coming along and 
hooking and killing him, as that breed of 
mortals would be sure to do. That ilk 
never stop to think that a bass, during 
spawning time, does not take a bait be- 
cause he is hungry or combative, but sim- 
ply because he is following his natural in- 
stincts to multiply and protect his young. 
Every genuine angler should have espe- 
cial consideration for the bass, as it is our 
only game fish that protects its young un- 
til they are old enough to care for them- 
selves. 

With bass fishing out of the question, I 
had to go for Mr. Muskie, and only one 
cf those lakes contain any maskalonge, 
and they are few and far between. I tried 
that one for two days, but only got one 
twelve-pounder, and had about decided to 
return to Chicago and wait for the bass 
fishing. 

It was very cold in the North woods, 
with occasional flurries of snow, and 
therefore we spent most of our time around 
a large camp-fire. 

One evening as we were sitting around 
the fire, Jim said to me, “Me and Ole 
know damned fine muskie lake — think 
white man never fish it.” Upon question- 
ing him I found that he and Ole, while 
hunting the Fall before, had made a port- 
age into this lake with a 60-pound birch- 
bark canoe. They trolled the lake for 
about an hour, and lost the only two 
spoons they had on big fish. Jim said 


there was no trail into the lake, and as far 
as he knew only an occasional Indian 
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had fished it. He said it would take two 
men fully three days to cut a rough trail, 
so that a boat cou'd be gotten in. I asked 
him all sorts of questions about the lake, 
and his answers convinced me that he 
honestly believed that if one could get a 
boat into it the muskie fishing would be 
great. The more I thought about it the 
more I wanted to’ try the lake, until the 
desire became too strong to resist. 

The next day I decided to leave for 
home, and gave Jim and Ole instructions 
to begin cutting the trail at once, and to 
notify me by wire as soon as it was ready. 
When I reached Chicago I immediately 
hunted up “Eddie,” the best maskalonge 
fisherman I know, and told him all about 
the new lake. If ever an ang'er existed 
who admired the gamy maskalonge, it is 
this same “Eddie.” It was impossible for 
Eddie to make the trip with me, but he 
took a world of interest in it, and wanted 
me to try a new spoon known as the 
“Slim Eli.” Also, in his constant rum- 
maging about after all kinds and condi- 
tions of “muskie” tackle, he had found a 
10-foot steel rod with the reel seat above 
the grip. He insisted on my buying this, 
and waxed eloquent in describing the fight 
a muskie would make on a light 10-foot 
rod. He assured me earnestly that a 15- 
pounder on such a rod would make a bet- 
ter fight than any tarpon in the Gulf 
of Mexico. It is needless to say that 
I fell for the rod, notwithstanding the fact 
that I am naturally opposed to anything 
Lut a wooden rod. In a few days I re- 
ceived a wire from Jim that the trail was 
cut, and I left at once for this lake of al- 
luring possibilities. 

About four or five minutes before the 
train left I was standing near my car 
talking to the Pullman porter, when I 
chanced to look back and saw Eddie com- 
ing on the run, dragging a duffle-bag with 
ene hand, a tackle-box in the other, and 
a bundle of rods under his arm. Eddie is 
not a light weight, and with his haste and 
his burdens combined he was almost 
speechless. “Bill,” he gasped, “I couldn’! 
stand it.” It seemed an auspicious sign 
that Eddie, after all, had managed. to 
come with us. 

That evening, en route, we recalled sto 
ries that old-time guides had told us— 














The Little Lake of the Fighting ‘“Muskies” 


how, twenty years ago, it was the easiest 
thing in the world to take fifteen to 
twenty maskalonge a day in lakes that 
are now practically fishless. According to 
these old-timers, ‘“muskies” were stacked 
up on the banks of lakes like cordwood, 
and left to rot: 

I know of lakes in Northern Wisconsin 
in which it is now almost impossible to 
catch a “muskie,” that once were literally 
alive with those splendid fish; but the fish 
hog has gotten in his work. As the fish 
hatcheries find it practically impossible 
to hatch the “muskie” egg, the time is not 
far distant when the gamiest large fresh- 
water fish of the western hemisphere will 
be extinct. 

I remembered stories I had heard of 
Jim Lane —certainly the best “muskie” 
fisherman Wisconsin has ever known. It 
was a common thing for old Jim Lane to 
cut trails to new lakes. Jason, in his 
search for the fabled Golden Fleece, was 
not more earnest than was Jim Lane to 
realize his ambition of taking of 50-pound 
maskalonge. The fact that a 47-pounder 
was the biggest “muskie” he caught dur- 
ing a great many years of untiring effort 
proves that the big maskalonge do not 
often strike. The fish commission of Wis- 
consin, a few years ago, netted an 87- 
pound maskalonge, and I have no doubt 
that this fish does grow to immense pro- 
portions. 

Next morning we arrived and found 
the ever-faithful Jim at the station to 
meet us, with a team of Indian ponies. 
We had to drive about nineteen mi'es, but 
long before we had gone half the distance 
Eddie had a rod jointed and kad made 
the grave decision as to what spoon he 
would try first. Never were two fisher- 
men more filled with anticipation. Poor 
Jim’s limited English was severely taxed 
in trying to answer our numerous ques- 
tions as to the condition of the lake and 
the number of weed beds—where we, were 
to camp, etc., etc. Finally we arrived and 
found Ole waiting for us with the boat. 
We were to camp on an island, and as we 
were so anxious to see camp we decided 
to load in our supplies and go over to- 
gether, though it took some careful figur- 
ing to get us in the boat. Eddie, being 
the heaviest, was settled in the stern seat. 
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We had not gone over 100 feet from 
shore when he started in to trol!. I sug- 
gested that he wait until we got to camp 
and left some of our cargo, but nothing 
short of brute force could have stopped 
Eddie. He asked, “Bill, would you cru- 
cify me?” We had gotten about half over 
when he exclaimed, “I’ve got one!”—a 
remark he invariably makes when he gets 
a strike. He had one, and a good one, 
too. Instantly we were all greatly excit- 
ed. Our gaff hooks were stil! packed, and 
I nearly tipped the boat over in trying to 
get one out, and had just gotten hold of 
it when there was a splash and a dismal 
cry from Eddie announcing, “He’s gone.” 
While sympathizing with Eddie I figured 
that the fish was sacrificed instead of us, 
as with the boat loaded to the guards as 
it was, we had been rocking dangerously 
about. Eddie, undaunted, immediately 
started in to troll again, but I vetoed this 
so vigorously that he complied with a sigh. 
Soon we arrived at our island, and found 
it one of the prettiest camping spots we 
ever had. Of course, we immediately 
started to rig up. Eddie suggested that 
we each use different-sized spoons. Eddie 
believes that a maskalonge is more ca- 
pricious than any old trout that ever lived. 
No ardent fly caster ever switched from 
fly to fly more often than Eddie changes 
spoons. He always starts in with a No. 
5, uses it fifteen minutes, then a No. 6, 
and so on up to a No. 9—each one has its 
fuil fifteen minutes. He also alternates 
with different weights, his argument be- 
ing that, in this way, he finds in what 
depth the fish are, and, indeed, there 
seems to be something in his reasoning, 
because if the fish are striking at all Ed- 
die usually gets more than his share. 

Long before I was ready Eddie was 
waiting in the boat, fuming at the delay. 
I purposely stopped and filed my gaff to a 
needle-point, just to hear him entreat me 
to hurry. At last we were out on Jim’s 
new lake, prepared to give it a fair trial. 
We had been out about half an hour, when 
I got a strike. The fish missed the spoon, 
but instantly struck again, and this time I 
hooked him. His first jump was higher 
than that of any fresh-water fish I have 
ever seen, and later on when we found 
my 6-0 hook, firmly set in the flesh just 
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back of his head, we knew the reason of 
his spectacular leaps and truly miraculous 
fight. If you want a real battle just snag 
a 14-pound “muskie” in a spring-fed lake, 
as I snagged this one on a 10-foot steel 
rod. 

I am not overestimating it at all when 
I say it took every second of thirty min- 
utes before I could bring him ‘to gaff. A 
fish hooked in this way is bound to fight 
hard, if he has any fight in him, and the 
fish of this lake do nothing but fight. This 
ended my luck for the day, and Eddie 
started in to do business. He hooked and 
landed two eight-pound fish within the 
next hour, and then we heard Ole calling 
us to come in to feed. It was hard to 
get Eddie to quit, and he ate in a hurry 
—long before Jim and I were through he 
said, “What’s this, Bill, a fishing trip or a 
picnic?” We left Ole to clean up and 
started out to get an hour’s fishing before 
sunset. By this time we were on to the 
curves of the lake, and in many respects 
it is different from any lake I know of— 
most of it very shallow, with a wide 
strip of deep water running straight 
through the center. There are two long 
weed beds on each side of this deep water, 
Of course, the only possible trolling 
ground was the deep strip which we 
named “Maskalonge Promenade.” 

We had scarcely struck the deep water 
before Eddie cried, “I’ve got one.” The 
fish did not break at all, but made a wide 
swirl, and showed enough of himself to 
plainly prove that he was a monster of a 
fish. He fought down low, as most big 
fish do, making long runs, rushing and 
tugging with bulldog tenacity—it grew 
later and later—and the sun slowly sank 
down beneath the pine trees. 

By the time Eddie had worked the fish 
to within ten feet of the boat it had grown 
almost dark. “Bill,” he said, “this is the 
biggest fish I ever hooked and I want you 
to gaff him.” I realized that Eddie could 
not have shown a greater mark of friend- 
ship, and the responsibility loomed so 
large that for an instant I actually quailed. 
I suggested that Jim do it, but Jim hastily 
said, “Wind him too strong, me_ hold 
boat.” Every now and then we could see 





the “muskie’s” tail, or a portion of his 
back, as he lashed the water inte a foam. 
It was an awful job to get him close 
enough for gaffing. The fish was so 
strong and so heavy that a slight move- 
ment would swing him out of distance; 
meanwhile, I leaned as far out with gaff 
in hand as I dared. 

Six times Eddie brought the fish within 
gaffing distance, but each time the fish 
swirled and blinded me with water. At 
last he seemed in exactly the right posi 
tion. I quickly got the gaff directly 
under him and tried to drive it 
home. It failed to take hold, glanced off 
antl, horror of horrors, in a flash he was 
gone. For fully ten seconds we were 
speechless with dismay. Then a storm of 
reproaches were hurled upon me, and I 
was too shocked to even answer back. I 
cannot understand how I missed this fish 
except through an excess of eagerness. 
We returned dejectedly to camp and that 
night while rolled in our b!ankets the 
last thing Eddie sleepily said was, “Bill. 
how did you miss him? He was as big 
as the Masonic Temple.” 

We stayed four days more in camp, and 
if we had killed all that we could we 
would have brought in a wagon-load of 
fish. We fished with only one hook, and 
therefore it was easy to remove the hook 
and return the fish to the water compara- 
tively unharmed. This is usually impos- 
sible with a gang hook. Every hour we 
were compelled to remark, “My! how these 
fish do fight!” Besides being the “fight- 
ingest” maskalonge I have ever taken, 
they were also the most beautiful, having 
distinct tiger stripes and ivory-white bel- 
lies. We brought eight of the beauties to 
Chicago with us, and they tasted even as 
good as they looked and fought. 

We left the “Little Lake of the Fight- 
ing Muskies,” all bathed in -the glow of 
the setting sun, as we started on our drive 
back to the station. After a while Eddie 
said to me, “Bill, I’m coming back next 
September, and am going to catch the 50 
pounder old Jim Lane spent a lifetime 
trying to get.” “Eddie,” I answered, “you 
will have to get somebody else to do the 
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gaffing. 











A GOAT HUNT IN WASHINGTON 


A DAY’S EXCITING EXPERIENCE ON 
THE CREST OF THE CASCADE RANGE 


BY DELOS W. 


T WAS a bright October morning, and 
I the sun was rising over the foothills of 
the Cascades, spreading its glory over 
the beautiful Wenatchee Lake, and the 
valleys leading to it. The vines, maples 
and alders in all the small cafions were 
clothed in their gorgeous autumn colors, 
varying in hues from bright yellow to 
deep purple, and inlaid among the deep 
green of the pines and cedars, making a 
magnificent landscape. As we ascended 
the mountains we came upon a camp of 
Siwash Indians, and judging from the 
number of buck Indians with them it ap- 
peared certain that they would kill all 
the game in the hills, or drive it so far 
up to the summit of the mountains that 
a white man would not be able to get a 
shot. We made up our minds to go after 
the goats at the earliest moment, after 
reaching camp, which we intended to es- 
tablish at a high elevation, because the 
mountain goat inhabits the least acces- 
sible solitudes. Early in the day we ar- 
rived at an old trapper’s cabin, originally 
built by the Hudson Bay Company at the 
iorks of the White River, about thirty 
years ago. Here we threw off our packs 
to rest awhile and partake of lunch. 
We were now in sight of the hills that 
the Siwash Indians claim are dangerous 
Lecause they throw rocks and thunder 
bullets at each other. This superstition 
comes from the fact that several years 
ago a detachment of the United States 
Army was in pursuit of some disorderlies 
and had a battle with them on these 
grounds. We were now about nine miles 
from headquarters camp, and each mile 
seemed to be longer than the last one. A 
75-pound pack is not the lightest thing 
that cou'd be imagined, especially when 
the trail can only be discerned by follow- 
ing the blazes on the trees. We again 
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got into pack harness and started anew. 
Our guides led us across the river on 
the foot log, not much larger than a 
good-sized fence rail, then climbing up 
an incline of about forty-five degrees, it 
simply gave us a chance to go down again 
and ford the ice cold water of the river 
nearly to our waists. We then went 
through a patch of cacti, known as 
“Devil’s Clubs,” with needles that would 
irritate the soul of a saint. We then had 
to climb over, or crawl under, huge logs 
that had been blown across the trail. 
Finally we reached the long rock slide 
about a mile from headquarters. Here 
we again threw off our packs to rest and 
take a view of the hills, to see if Billy, 
Nannie and the kids were at home. Yes, 
they were; for we spotted a bunch of 
five pretty well up on the cliff to the right 
cf the river, but were too tired to climb 
and it was too late to reach within gun- 
shot of them before dark, so we decided 
to make camp, and start out fresh in the 
morning. 

We again loaded up and began to cross 
the slide and after a few tumbles, bruised 
ankles and ruffled tempers, we reached the 
little nook where we intended to establish 
camp. It was situated in a basin-shaped 
depression, having an area of about four 
acres, directly under the granite cliffs and 
rough rock-faced hills within about five 
miles of the summit of the Cascade Range. 

The North Fork of the White River 
runs through the camp ground, making a 
narrow and deep cafion of several hun- 
cied feet with the most exquisite scenery, 
consisting of waterfalls dashing over the 
cliffs, and through a small meadow of 
stream grass and rushes. Looking up 
through the canon we cou!d see the 
glacier peaks from the foot of which 
spring the White River. This camp ground 
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is an ideal spot, which we called head- 
quarters, and I doubt if many other white 
men have ventured this far up among 
the mountains. We began to stake camp; 
our guides, Bill and John, began gather- 
ing wood for the night, and preparing 
supper, while Neil, Ross, and myself, at- 
tended to the erection of the tents, and 
a general investigation of our surround- 
ings. Ross and I climbed up a dizzy sum- 
mit that hid our camp from the main hill, 
to see if we could discern any game. On 
reaching the top of the cliff we did not 
see the sign of a goat, but stood scanning 
the hills for half an hour. Presently we 
saw a white spot leap across a narrow 
opening between two clumps of bushes, 
about half a mile from us, and well up 
on the range to our right. Then we saw 
another, and still another, and then the 
fourth goat. While we were watching 
these, a herd of eight goats passed the 
opening, and made their way leisurely 
down to a slide, where they stopped and 
began feeding. We saw that it was up 
to us to plan our strategy to gain a posi- 
tion above them where we could begin 
operations. We noted that there was a 
creek next to the camp, which emerged 
from an alder and willow thicket abcut 
a quarter of a mile wide. There we could 
conceal ourselves until we reached the 
foot of the rock slide on which the goats 
were feeding, about a quarter of a mile 
higher up, and here we could dodge from 
one rock to another, to gain the opposite 
side of a ridge from our game, where it 
looked to be an easy matter to gain the 
top of a cliff directly over them. 

“Say, Delos,” said Ross, “I reckon this 
is the biggest snap we ever had. We'll just 
get out about sun-up, and cross that creek 
before they can see us, and they never 
can see us in that brush thicket. Maybe 
we would have a heavy fog in the morn- 
ing to go up under, and we will have a 
little fourth of July all to ourselves.” 

Thus figuring the possibilities and 
probabilities, we returned to camp, to find 
supper ready, and an immense camp-fire 
blazing away, which put life and soul into 
the wilderness. 

“Well, what’s in sight?” asked Neil, as 
we joined the party at supper. 

“T tell you fellows,” said Ross, 


“ce 


we 


have the biggest snap in sight for the 
morning that you ever saw.” 

We divulged our plans, which seemed 
to meet hearty approval. Supper over, 
our guides prepared our beds of pine and 
cedar boughs, and we turned in for a 
night’s rest, being pretty well fagged out. 

As usual, however, the first night in 
camp afforded us. but little sleep; occa- 
sionally one would nod off into the land 
of dreams for a few minutes, then wake 
up and join the crowd with a new spirit. 
The way we smoked our pipes and told 
yarns would keep anyone awake, but an 
experienced hunter is a trifle more cau- 
tious about exaggerating while among his 
kind, than while giving a tenderfoot the 
benefit of some extravagant experience. 

For example, I remember the first im- 
pression I received from an old hunter 
about the nature of a mountain goat, and 
how they would jump from one cliff to 
another, possibly fifty feet below, and 
striking on their heads and horns would 
bound about on the rocks like a rubber 
ball. This, however, is very wide from the 
fact, and exists entirely in the imagina- 
tion of writers. I remember how sur- 
prised I was to learn how extreme!y cau- 
tious they were, and that they behaved in 
as docile a manner as the common sheep, 
considering that they are wild mountain 
animals and seldom leave their native 
crags. I have also heard hunters say 
that they would go any place a goat 
could, which is also an exaggeration. I 
have heard of men trying to do so, but 
losing their life in the attempt. 

The reason why the goat is king of 
the cliffs is because the hoof of an ordi- 
nary two-year-old is about the size, but 
more stubby or round, than a yearling 
calf. The back portion of the hoof is 
padded with a cartilage cushion and the 
toes are provided with a hard rim of 
horn, which protrudes from the cushion 
in a concave manner, so that when the 
foot is placed on a smooth surface it 
creates a suction that glues the leg of 
the animal, by air pressure, to the rock, 
so to speak, while the sharp toe of the 
hoof penetrates any crack that may be 
in the rock, thus rendering it extremely 
sure-footed. The Indian with his moc- 
casined foot comes the nearest to imi- 
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tating the goat than any other hunter. 

The mountain goat is extremely cau- 
tious and observing, and when pursued 
will never go down hill unless when 
wounded, when they will often hide in a 
clump of bushes, or in the crevices of 
rocks, rather than expose themselves to 
punishment. 

I have often watched a goat try several 
times to get from one cliff to another, 
that were separated by a small chasm, 
which it could easily leap across, but 
rather than take a chance, it would walk 
for half a mile out of its way so as to 
reach the other side in safety. When 


hard pressed by hunters it will, of course, 


take leaps that it would not 
otherwise do in its moments of 
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SAID BILL. 


“NOW THEY'VE DONE IT,’ 
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leisure. A goat, when pursued, will climb 
along shelves of rock on the walls of preci- 
pices, with apparent unconcern, walking 
in places that would completely shatter 
the nerves of any one who attempted to 
follow it. 

The goat is capable of enduring pun- 
ishment nearly equal to the bear. I have 
been in parties where we have shot a 
goat as many as nine times, each shot 
penetrating some vital organ, before it 
would suc- cumb to the in- 
evitable. An ordinary 
goat may range in weight 
from 150 to 450 pounds, 
but the 
fatter he 
is, the 
harder he 
is to kill, 
as the fat 













“100K AT HIM GO; THE ROCKS ARE FULL OF THEM!” 
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seems to close up the wounds and retard 
the flow of blood. 

We had breakfast about four o’clock, 
the next morning, and packed our lunches, 
loaded up with ammunition, arranged our 
gunnysacks and ropes on our pack straps, 
and started for the hills. A heavy dew 
had fallen during the night and the grass 
and undergrowth were dripping wet, mak- 
ing it anything but pleasant, stumbling 
over rocks and slimy logs. We reached 
the alder and willow thicket before day 
had begun to dawn. This was well called 
a thicket, for the heavy snow of the pre- 
ceding winter had crushed-the brush down 
so tightly that a jack rabbit could hardly 
have got through it. We at length man- 
aged to work our way through, and on 
reaching the rock slide sat down to figure 
out the best route straight up. As we 
sat there, Neil looked across the valley 
to the hill on the other side, through his 
glasses, and as the air was clear on that 
side, he spotted a herd of five goats right 
low down. For a minute we were un- 
decided as to the advisability of going 
back to that side, but we finally agreed 
that myself, with Bill, the guide, should 
work our way among the crags on the 
other side of the sheep and secure an 
advantageous position above them, while 
Ross, Neil and John should get below 
them and drive them up past the position 
I would occupy. Bill and I climbed to 
an almost inaccessible position among the 
crags, overlooking the cafion, where we 
could see both the herd and our com- 
panions. 

With John leading the way and Ross 
and Neil following, they made a detour 
and got below the goats, and here they 
began to shout. The herd of five broke 
up into two sections, two of the animals 
heading for the cafiion that I commanded, 
and the other three broke off in a west- 
erly direction, heading for a thicket of 
alder and willow, which offered them for 
the time being complete security. 

At this moment, Bill, the guide, with 
Ross, made a bee line for the thicket the 
sheep were heading for, in the hope of 
intercepting them, while Neil fired his 
gun at the two sheep that were rapidly 
approaching my position. The animals 
were soon within range and, of course, 
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kad no suspicion that I was located right 
above them. Taking careful aim, I 
singled out the leading goat and fired. I 
knocked him down and he fell on his 
side, kicking furiously. The other goat 
was wounded by Neil, who was in hot 
pursuit, and after falling to the ground, 
got on its feet again, and kept on heading 
for the top of the cafion. Signalling to 
Neil to go after the goat that was lying 
or the ground, I took another shot at my 
and succeeded in keeling him 
over. As soon as Neil got up to the goat 
{ had disabled, he put a bullet through 
its head, killing the animal completely. 
It required three more shots from my 
rifle to kill the hardy animal that was 
working its way into safety. I signalled 
to Neil to go back and rejoin Ross and 
the guide and drive the other three goats 
up the cafion. Ross joined Neil and Bill 
cn the edge of the thicket and together 
they began to climb a small ridge in front 
ef them. 

“By Jove,” said Bill, “those fellows are 
going right into a goat if they don’t look 
out, and none of them seem to see 
him.” 

Sure enough, a Billy from the herd had 
left the rest of his band, to cross the cafion 
they were in, and was then nearly at the 
top of the small ridge they were climbing, 
and within about fifty yards of them. I 
at once began making all kinds of signals 
to inform them of his approach, but to 
no advantage; they simply continued their 
climbing. 

While we were speculating on what had 
Lappened, fearing that as soon as they 
caught sight of him they would certainly 
begin shooting, and then the game weuld 
be up, as far as I was concerned— 

Bang! Bang! Crack! Ping! 

“Now they’ve done it,” said Bill. “Look 
at him go; the rocks are full of them. 
Great Heavens! what a mess they have 
stirred up. Even that goat is going; they 
have only crippled him. Now, look at him 
hiding behind that rock.” 

“Yes,” said I, “but Ross sees him; he 
has a bead on him now. Bang! He has 
got him.” 

Ross laid down his gun, took out his 
knife and, on reaching the goat, attempted 
to take hold of a horn to lift up Mr. Goat’s 


quarry 
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head and bleed him, when his quarry made 
a leap off the rock they were on and 
bounded around the other side of the cliff 
as though he had just woke up. 

“Haven't those blamed fools got that 
gcat killed yet?” said Bill. “Look at him 
go; he'll get away sure.” 

The goat was making across the slide 
where we had seen them the night before 
and was headed for a thick patch of 
timber. 

Bang! Bang! 

“Well, they’ve got him down again,” 
said I. “I guess they have got him this 
time, so we might as well go back to 
camp.” 

“Well, don’t be in a hurry,” said Bill, 
“we’re not sure yet. Where are they 
now? Where is the goat? That’s what’s 
bothering me.” 

“By Jingo,” said 1; 
x “there he is, heading 
this war.” 

We were so excited at 
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the prospect of the others losing the goat 
that under a simultaneous impulse we 
both climbed down the precipice into the 
cafion below, and headed for the clump 
of brush into which we had seen the goat 
disappear. Here is where our troubles 
began, for we had to try our hand at 
climbing up a steep rock slide for nearly 
half a mile. We ran for about twenty 
rods and then went into a maple clump 
that was nearly as bad as the alder and 
willow’ brush we had crawled through 
early in the merning. Neil lost his hat. 
Then a limb 
of a. tree 
sprang back 
and struck 
my forehead, 
knocking me 
into a wood- 
chuck’s den. 
When I 
came to 
there 
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was Mr. Goat sitting a few yards from 
me, chattering as if I had plundered his 
orchard. I took out my Colt revolver and 
settled his hash, as I thought. At the 
crack of the weapon, Neil came hurriedly 
up to see what was happening, and fell off 
2 log he was climbing over, and skinned 
his elbow on a rock. In the meantime 
the goat hobbled up the mountainside and 
lay down upon a ledge of rock about 200 
yards above us. The way we went up 
that rock slide on all fours would surprise 
a Siwash. We got up within about twen- 
ty-five yards of the rock and Mr. Goat 
stuck his head over the ledge as much 
as to ask where we came from. It was 
hard to say which was the most hurt, the 
hunted, or the hunters. Neil and I nearly 
collapsed for want of breath. Neil had 
Iest his hat and the greater portion of his 
shirt sleeve, with the blood running from 
his arm like that from a stuck hog. I 
had spoiled the front of a khaki shirt and 
my face was a mass of blood clots and 
sweat. Mr. Goat had one horn knocked 
leose and a hind leg broken in the fracas. 

“Shoot him,” yelled Neil. 

“Shoot nothing,” said I, “I can’t shoot 
a flock of balloons—shoot him yourself.” 

At this the goat thought it was his 
move and hobbled off the rock, passing 
Neil within about six feet. Neil grabbed 
a handful of wool and lost his hold. He 
then made another lunge and stubbed his 
‘ foot and fell flat, and as he fell chanced 
to grab the goat’s hind leg. He was 


dragged for about twenty feet, yelling for 
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help at the top of his voice. Finally the 
goat fell down and Neil got up, still hang- 
ing on to the leg. He managed to get 
his revolver out, but the goat kicked and 
floundered so that he could not handle 
both. 

By this time I had got to him and he 
gave me the goat’s leg to hold, and then 
stepped in front of the goat to get a shot 
at his head. Mr. Goat did not approve 
of that and made a lunge sideways that 
upset me and I was dragged about fifteen 
feet. When I managed to get right side 
up I found that the goat had wedged 
himself between two rocks and had to 
stap. Here is where we killed him at 
lest. This done, we sat down to breathe. 
Neil looked at me and I looked at Neil, 
and we both looked at Mr. Goat. 

Suddenly our attention was drawn by 
some strange noise on the cliffs above us, 
and in surprise I reached for my revolver, 
but on peering up we found it was only 
Ross and John screaming with a bad case 
of cramps, or hysterics, we could not tell 
which. In the course of time, however, 
we came to ourselves, and first of all went 
after the two sheep that Neil and I killed 
from our stronghold on the heights. We 
dressed all three prizes, skinning them. It 
was only possible for us to pack the meat 
of one of the animals to camp, conse- 
quentiy we cached the meat of the other 
two, which we would retusn for the fol- 
lowing day. I need not ‘ay that we en- 
joyed the best mess of yiver and bacon 
that evening that we ever sat down to. 











QUAIL HUNTING IN VIRGINIA 


A NARRATIVE OF PLEASING SURPRISES 


BY A. C., 


UTLANDERS, who 
go down into 
the Old Do- 
minion to 
shoot are di- 
vided, like all 
Gaul, into 
three parts. 
First: Those 
who shoot on 
private pre- 

serves. Their names are writ in the 
list of directors. Their bag is heavy, 
also their expense. Second: Those who 
hunt with friends who have “saved up a 
few birds for them.” They are the fortu- 
nate ones, for they have a Virginia wel- 
come, and enough birds to eat, and a few 
to show back home to those who insist 
on seeing the “Eskimos” and examining 
the records. Third, alas!—are those who 
fare forth without a license, without 
friends, to “a likely region.” They look 
sadly upon the ever-present sign “No 
shooting,” and return without game, and 
minus the cost of the fine, which was the 
lesser horn of their dilemma. 

Joining the second class we wrote to 
eur friends in Powhatan County to “tie 
down a few,’ and boarded the Old 
Dominion boat. Next day we touched 
such low spots as Old Point and Rich- 
mond, and finally landed in Lee, close be- 
side the historic but microscopic James 
River. Over the river in a flat bottom 
boat, and four miles in a buckboard, to 
the Old Homestead among the Pines. 

Believe me, friends, there were quail, 
turkey, deer, woodcock, ruffed grouse, 
squirrels and rabbits galore, right there 
on that thousand-acre farm. What a 
place for a preserve with land at $7 to 
$10 an acre! 

On the way in from the river the 
dogs, who were ranging on general 
principles, staunchly stood. Gun cases 
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and shell boxes’ were ripped open, 
and, leaving»my wife and the younger 
brother of our host to hold the horses, we 
pushed through weeds and brambles to 
where the native puppy, little. Dan, was 
standing his find, backed by his fat city 
dog friends, Rap and big Dan. We walked 
in—up they went—but they were wild 
quail and buzzed up, whirled around in 
a towering spiral, ending like a_poli- 
tician’s career, and made a clean get-away. 
Of course we shot, but—there was 
plenty of room around them and the 
thickets were near. 

By the way, there will a'ways be quail 
in Virginia; as long as those sheltering 
swamps and bramble thickets exist. After 
the singles, our host, a clever natural 
shot, brought down the first prize, a 
plump old cock bird. As I got back into 
the wagon I made a quick inventory of 
my store clothes and found I could write 
off a depreciation of 25 per cent. for 
the thorns that has brought out a fuzzy 
nap in various spots. 

Soon the dogs stood again, and this 
time I picked up a single to my own gun, 
and I confess it looked fairly good to 
me. Frankly, it was a slim little young- 
ster, but suppress your ‘mirth—anyone 
can hit a big mark. 

Didst ever eat the 
oi the “deelahful” South'and, sah? 
Stop, I do not refer to _ those 
commonplace yellow meal cakes of the 
Café des Enfants on Broadway. I mean 
white slow-ground grist mill cawn cakes. 
No!—well, shouldst. They were waiting 
at the o'd house and Lula, the ebony- 
faced Queen of the Ivories, like her fel- 
low tribesman, Black Tom, beat out the 
encores and gave our city stomachs some- 
thing to think about. 

The host’s wife was a bride of a few 
months, and had forsaken the city in favor 
of our host and the old home in the 
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“THE DOGS, WHO WERE RANGING ON GENERAL PRINCIPLES, STAUNCHLY STOOD” 


pines. Her house was a staunch old 
“fore de war” home. The slaves’ shacks 
down the lane had been pulled down. 
But the old barns were there, the to- 
bacco houses, and a few feet away stood 
the o!d kitchen house built of logs, con- 
taining a wood stove, where Lula held 
forth. 

And Lula, she did not follow the 
cook books, or any other printed mat- 
ter, as her schoo'ing was a bit lacking. 
But she could cook corn cakes, bake corn 
muffins and white bread and fry game. 
To be sure the city wife was moved 
to introduce the mysterious subject of 
roasting birds, for we were in the Frying 
Belt. 

We lived well, those two weeks, and 
slept well, in a good bed in a good 
big room, with an open fire which lived 
on pine knots and breathed out fragrant 
tarry pine odors, and much heat. 

Of course we went shooting right away, 
and got some birds and a stray rabbit or 
two. Down in the “low lands,” a half 
mile from the house, we found two co- 
veys and took our half dozen toll—nice 
shooting amongst the Johnson grass, 


which, no doubt, is a near kin to Jimpson 
weed. . 

“Look out for deer and turkeys and 
keep your double B shells where you can 
get them quick,” said the host. That 
made us fee! good, anyway. Deer tracks, 
in the sand on the edge of the branch, 
brought up a deer hunt plot as we walked 
home that night. A hound away off on 
the distant hills sent his note through 
the clear, crisp November air. “He’s 
running one,” said our host. The Sub- 
way and “step lively” seemed more than 
a day’s journey away, and “Who first 
saw the pole” could wait, for we were 
going deer hunting down in God’s coun- 
try on the morrow, and Lula was waiting 
right then with the viands at the house. 

Early next day we took our stands on 
the runaways, and two darkeys took a 
pair of deer hounds up on the piney 
ridges. Finally the dogs gave tongue; 
but it was a cold trail and they did not 
jump a deer, although they trailed on 
through the very dry grass right down 
to where the wife and I were waiting with 
bumping hearts. “Been in there last 
night,” said the host. “We ought to have 
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started earlier before the dew had al 
dried off.” This was all down back of 
the woods not a half mile from the 
house. Surely there are deer in Virginia, 
as we found out later from experience. 

Afternoon came and we were out be- 
hind the dogs. Little Dan, the foolish 
five-months’ pup, found the coveys. He 
was a ranger, yet steady, and he didn’t 
mind the work or the brambles. The 
city dogs were lazy and heavy, suffering 
much from the dryness, which prevailed 
for months this year in the South. I 
shall not soon forget a picture in the 
piney woods with all the dogs strung out, 
with little Dan stiff and staunch in the 
fore. The lady and I were given the 
shot, and when the quail buzzed up I 
got my first double, while the lady ad- 
mitted that her 20-gauge went off, but 
just to keep me company. 

In passing—a word for the 20 as a 
lady’s gun: 5 lbs. 10 ozs. was the weight, 
2% drs. % oz. of 8’s was the load, and 
it was just right and a killer—easy to 
carry and quick to the shoulder. 

Our host was an adept in following up 
the singles into the thickets; he seldom 


STIFF IN 


THE FORE” 


missed even in the worst cover. Quick 
and clean were his kills. He was a natu- 
ral shot, and a perfect sportsman, ever 
ready to let his guests take the first 
chance on coveys, and just as ready to 
wipe their eyes on long kills, after we 
had done our worst. Eight quail and two 
rabbits were enough for an afternoon in 
such dry weather, especially when every 
hour was driving away New York fag. 

Did you ever eat a green persimmon? 
The pointers didn’t mind; they fairly 
reveled ‘in these little shriveled plums 
with their delicate date flavor. Green 
persimmons have a taste delicious when 
you bite into them, and look finer than 
the ripe fruit. But after a while your 
throat contracts, your upper lip clings to 
your teeth, and then your kind friends 
describe your facial antics between howls 
of joy. I decided right there to cross off 
cerbolic acid as a means of suicide. 

Did you ever have a bird drive straight 
at you? A woodcock was flushed in some 
low ground, and swung straight at my 
head. I ducked to give the other fellow 
a chance, and then straightened up and 
got the bird. Glad I made those good 
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shots early, for later I missed two gentle 
straightaways that ought to have fallen 
to a good bow and arrow marksman. 
Funny about that run of misses. Our 
host had the same luck, and so did a 
friend of his who had ridden over for a 
day’s hunt. Then Mr. Host on the last 
day accepted seven shots straight with 
never a miss. Over-confidence, lack of 
nerve, low physical condition, an off day, 
or a bad half 
hour—call it 
what you will, 
or don't bother, 
for it will come 
without calling 
and go when it 
is ready. It’s 
just as easy to 
explain some of 
your .good 
shots. 

Our host 
shot a flying 
turkey at a 
hundred yards 
with a 25 auto- 
loading rifle, a 
few weeks be- 
fore we came 
down. Take 
that home and 
try it on your 
piano. It’s Gos- 
pel truth, too. 

Now abcut 
turkeys. Wher- 
ever you hunt 
there’s always 
talk about some 
mythological an- 



















Late that afternoon our rabbit hound, 
which went along and conducted side 
hunts, spoiled our only chance at the big 
bronze gobbler which was to grace our 
Thanksgiving board; in the “best suburb 
out of New York.” 

Hunting down through some swamp 
land, our host, who was in the van, be- 
gan a most interesting wig-wagging, im- 
plying quiet—with strong hints of feed- 
ing deer, tur- 
keys and other 
big game in the 
next field, which 
was screened off 
by a high hedge 
that he had just 
hooked through. 
The dogs, all 
but the inno- 
cent hound, 
were ungallant- 
ly turned over 
to the wife, 
who alreay 
had her hands 


imal, which “HE DOGS WERE UNGALLANTLY TURNED OVER TO THE WIFE” 


everybody has 

seen except yourself. In Wyoming they 
were always talking about mountain lions. 
I saw the tracks, so they must have been 
there. In Canada, it’s a beaver. I think 
I saw one swimming in far-off Gun Lake, 
but I wouldn’t swear to it. In Florida, 
it’s the rattler, that’s always going to 
shoot up your ankles. In Illinois, it’s a 
stray prairie chicken. In Virginia, it’s a 
turkey. There were three gangs of tur- 
keys within two miles of the old house. 
You would have got one? Well, mebbe. 


full. For 300 yards we sprinted to the 
hedge, and were signalled to put in double 
B's and detour up the sides. In grass up to 
our hips, under a hot sun, we hurried to 
our posts, and just as hurriedly that hound 
quietly skulked to the hedge, then darted 
through, and—proceeded to run a gang 
of ten turkeys out of hearing. He was 
a good rabbit dog. These birds can run. 
They can outstrip a dog and look back 
and make discouraging remarks to their 


pursuer. 














Quail Hunting in Virginia 


To be sure we had scattered the flock, 
and that’s necessary, you know, to proper- 
ly yelp them up—if the wise old mother 
hen of the brood has been separated from 
her offspring, and—if she doesn’t call 
them together late that evening. Think 
of those ifs, and you will understand why 
John Smith, his friend Rolfe, and Poco- 
hontas left a few turkeys in Virginia for 
late comers. 

An early start, and we were on the 
turkey grounds. ‘Concealed behind a 
blow down, I listened to our host yelp 
by drawing in sharply on a turkey bone. 
He produced a series of squawks which 
rose to a crescendo, and we waited very 
alertly and thoroughly cramped—as to 
knees. It was just daybreak, and off 
through the pines came the four strong 
hoots of a big owl. Again and again he 
yelped, and the only response was the 
awakening calls of the wood birds and the 
mysterious noises of the forest. Finally 
there came an answering yelp, and we 
silently prayed that all the “if’s” were 
propitious. But it was not to be. The 
brood collected safely—but we never saw 
a feather. 

But filling the bag is not all of hunting, 
good friends. The man who would kill 
and slaughter only, may hunt alone—and 
far from me. The Virginia woods in 
the early morning are a rare treat. 
Tall pines rise straight in the . soft, 
balsam-spiced air. One is so far away 
from things, shut off from the town 
and from conventional vacation seaside 
hotel, fishless fishing and all that. The 
people, the birds, the food—everything is 
different. It’s the quickest rest, and lasts 
longer than the hunting and fishing trips 
where you sit and freeze; or bake. 

On one of the last days we started off 
for a quail hunt, and misses had been so 
regular that we suspected the shells con- 
tained no shot. Suddenly our host sent us 
scurrying to cover, for some strange deer 
hounds were working toward our field. 
It was spread and run, for the music of 
the dogs was fast and furious. showing 
that they had jumped a deer. We fanned 
out across a quarter mile and waited 
then, quickly changed our stands as the 
dogs worked right or left. They were 
coming—were almost upon us, when our 
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“AND THEN THE DOGS POINTED IMAGIN- 


ARY COVEYS” 


friend’s gun began to talk, and we ran to 
where a fat 95-pound doe lay on the 
ground. Double B’s at 40 yards did the 
work. He wisely let a second deer get 
away to make sure of the “big one.” 

Here was a problem, two miles from 
home and a large deer to tote. The picture 
in the sporting magazines suggested a stout 
pole, but it broke and we sent back for 
the mule. Some say deer meat is tough. 
I’ve eaten some that was, but that veni- 
son we had for the rest of our trip was 
right, and the way we stowed it was very 
unvegetarian. 

There is always on every trip a fa- 
mous swamp, a lonely island, a posted 
tract where success awaits, if Our 
island I called Buzzard’s Roost. There 
were many of these unsightly birds on it, 
and their roosting places were numerous, 
but quail—not a one. 

Do you care for fried rabbit, say the 
hind leg well browned? We had rabbit 
on the table at every meal, and, of course, 
we shot them a-plenty. One day over 
among the briers and berry bushes our 
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rabbit dog had three up at once, and 
jumped twelve that day, bringing six to 
our guns. These cotton-tails of Virginia 
do not hole. Like all their tribe, they 
leave their bed only to circle back near 
it, and it’s rare sport to trip over Mr. 
Bunny when he’s going at full speed 
ahead. I made a snap shot of one in the 
grass, which was a happy accident. Again 
I caught another by kneeling and snap- 
ping, just as the rabbit jumped up the 
bank and was entering the woods a good 
fifty yards away. Yes, indeed, I missed 
some easy ones, but I spare you and my- 
self the revolting details. 

The last ten minutes of the last day 
was a fitting curtain. We had worked 
all day with a total of a quail and a 
woodcock, which latter, by the way, had 
to be retrieved from the river. We sim- 
ply couldn’t find birds—until our host 
gritted his teeth, looked at the sun—and 
started home with me, sending our wives 
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back by mule power. The dogs ranged 
wide and pointed imaginary coveys until 
I could feel a bad taste in my mouth to 
carry home. The sun dipped behind the 
hills just as we stumbled upon a big 
covey. I couldn’t shoot, as my host was 
in the way, but he was a busy boy. Two 
down, and the birds marked at the edge 
of the woods. It was getting dusk fast 
as we walked up the singles. Down they 
came—not a miss. Finally up jumped a 
pair and we each got one, making seven 
good birds to add to our brace. That 
ended our hunt, and with twenty-one 
quail, a partridge and a woodcock we 
jeurneyed back to the money-making 
belt. 

Stop! We brought back a 12-pound tur- 
key, which my wife claims to have shot 
with her pistol. Do you believe her 
story? Well, anyway, it made a great 
hit at a Thanksgiving dinner party, with 
quail and persimmons thrown in. 


IN A TIGHT PLACE 


A TRUE ACCOUNT OF KILLING A MOOSE WITH NUMBER 4 SHOT 


BY JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD 


Author of “The Danger Trail,” “From Civilization to the Barren Lands,” 


“A Winter on a Dog Sledge,” 


“2,000 Miles Over Snow,” Etc. 


E were coming down from the 
upper waters of the Athabasca 


late in the winter snow; five 
huskies on a toboggan sledge, Mukoki, my 
guide, and myself. It was my fourth trip 
down from the Barren Lands, and thus 
tar the one filled with most hardship. We 
had left Lac Bain with the thermometer 
at fifty degrees below zero, and with a 
good supply of frozen fish and caribou 
meat on our sledge. At Cree Lake one 
of the “running muscles” in my leg, as 
my Indian companion called them, gave 
out, and we were laid up for two weeks. 
The temperature fell to sixty. It was so 
_cold that nothing moved in the wilder- 
ness, and even the fur animals rolled 
themselves up in the warmest places they 
could find, and remained there. At the 


end of two weeks, when we started again 
into the wilderness to the south, our sup- 
ply of fish and caribou was almost gone, 


notwithstanding the fact that Mukoki 
had searched for game every day of our 
enforced stay at Cree Lake. As he said 
to me: 

“Twent’ t’ous’n’d devil fin’ no game in 
thees col’.” 

That was why I packed my heavy cali- 
ber automatic rifle on the sledge and car- 
ried in its place the twelve gauge Ithaca 
shotgun which I always take with me on 
my northern expeditions. There was no 
big game to be found, so I descended to 
killing occasional “whiskey-jacks” (moose 
birds) and other small stuff as food for 
the dogs, that we might eat their fish. 
And it is because I exchanged the rifle 
for the Ithaca, that I had what is probab!y 
one of the most unusual, of the unusual 
experiences of hunters with big game. 

In some way we had sidestepped our 
trail and missed the Hudson’s Bay Com- 
pany’s post on Sandfly Lake, where we 














In a Tight Place 


had planned to take in more supplies. 
We did not make this discovery until we 
reached Black Bear. Lake, one of the 
finest moose countries west of the Bay. 
For two days we hunted, laying in a 
stock chiefly made up of big snowshoe 
rabbits. Late in the afternoon of the 
second day, just before the white gloom 
of early night, I left camp to set half 
a dozen snares in the rabbit runways. I 
was setting a snare, when a tremendous 
crash back of me brought me to my feet, 
with a heart that seemed to jump higher 
than I did. 

Perhaps forty yards from me stood a 
bull moose of magnificent size. Although 
it was late in the season the big animal 
still possessed one of his antlers, and the 
fact that he had only one gave him a 
singularly terrifying appearance as he 
stood for an instant glaring at’me. A 
distance behind him I heard the wolfish 
yelping of our huskies, and knew that 
Mukoki and the dogs were what had sent 
him crashing toward me. For perhaps 
five seconds we each stood facing the 
other, in a trail not more than half a 
dozen feet wide, shut in by a spruce wind- 
fall on each side. In an instant I saw 
the peril of my situation and jumped 
aside, with my back hugging close against 
the fallen logs behind me. Half way be- 
tween myself and the big bull was a nar- 
row break in the windfall, and the moose, 
probably as frightened as myself, made 
toward this as the yelping of the dogs 
came again from his rear. 

Without a doubt the moose would have 
turned into the break and left me un- 
harmed. Under ordinary circumstances, 
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about a campfire, for instance, I would 
have laughed at a man who was sense- 
less enough to shoot into the half-inch 
hide of a bull moose, with No. 4 shot from 
a twelve-gauge. I knew that the gun in 
my hands was the best swan and wild 
goose gun I had ever used, a powerful 
weapon of its kind, good for fifty-yard 
shooting at anything that bore feathers— 
but what could it be expected to do 
against the thick hide of a seventeen hun- 
dred-pound bull at thirty yards? 

I asked myself that question afterward. 
With a yell I raised my gun and sent two 
charges full into the chest of the charging 
animal. Even in that moment of excite- 
ment I noticed him flinch. He wavered 
as he half turned into the break, and his 
It was then 
that the first real thrill of fear shot 
through me. I had wounded the old bull. 
and he was about to turn upon me. Drop- 
ping my gun, I began scrambling up the 
side of the windfall. A groan, the 
stumbling of a heavy body, turned my 
eyes. The o'd bull had fallen in the 
break. When I climbed down, reloaded 
my gun and went to him, he was dead. At 
thirty yards the two charges of No. 4 
shot had gone into him like a round 
tall! 

In my years of experience in great 
game hunting and exploring in the far 
north, this is the second full-grown moose 
that I have known to be killed with fine 
shot. The other was killed by Teddy 
Brown, of 48 Mile Post, Duluth Exten- 
sion, C. N. R., Ontario, in the early au- 
tumn of 1907. I would like to hear of 
other instances, if there are any. 
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THE TRAIL OF 


A HUNTING JOURNEY IN THE TERRA NOVA COUNTRY 


BY C. R. 


the fisherman pursues the tradi- 

tional cod, or hunts the elusive seal 
over frozen seas, lie the great barrens of 
Newfoundland. A stranger, looking down 
for the first time on these vast marshes, 
dotted here and there with clumps of 
dark spruce, would marvel at the number 
of narrow paths, like dark brown threads 
woven in the woof of yellow grasses. 

These are the game paths, or “leads,” 
worn in places a foot deep. If he had 
the patience to watch carefully the edges 
of the timber line about sunset he would 
see slate gray or dark brown shapes 
emerging from the shelter of the woods; 
caribou on the feed. Nothing is more in- 
teresting than to watch deer, on a fine 
September evening, in an undisturbed 
country. Young caribou are intensely cu- 
rious, and as they seldom trust the evi- 
dence of their eyes, one may often ap- 
proach comparatively close by working on 
this weakness of theirs. I remember, 
some years ago, disturbing the mental 
equilibrium of a stag of tender years, 
which seemed to be desirous of a close, 
but not too close, acquaintance with my 
unworthy self. 

In the center of Whiteway’s marsh, in 
the Terra Nova country, is a large boul- 
der, a relic of the glacial period. Perched 
on this, one delightful autumn afternoon, 


F AR away from the seacoast, where 


THE CARIBOU 


GODDEN 


I saw a small stag feeding along the edge 
of the woods beyond. Between us was a 
smal! “island of woods,” and at one corner 
of this I took a stand, perfectly motion- 
less, when, observing me, he ceased feed- 
ing, and step by step approached almost 
within a hundred yards. Then it occurred 
to him apparently that it might be wise to 
work to leeward and get the scent of this 
strange being, but he skirted one side of 
the thick bush; I did likewise on the other, 
and when we met it was a very startled 
deer which made for the tall timber. 

The Newfoundland caribou (Rangifer 
tarandus terre-nove), according to Mr. 
J. G. Millais, the eminent naturalist, bears 
the largest horns of any of its kind in 
Eastern or Central North America. 

Weighing upwards of 400 pounds, car- 
rying heads up to 60 points, a full grown 
stag is a trophy well worth possessing. 
Seen on his native heath, the caribou 
looks a much larger animal than it really 
is, its appearance being deceptive and out 
of all due proportion to its weight, the 
thick fur and branching antlers adding to 
its proportions in a most generous man- 
ner. One of the finest sights in Nature is 
to see one of these noble animals when 
startled, the head thrown back and every 
muscle tense. Their gallop is ungainly, 
but they cover ground at a tremendous 
pace, leaping lightly over soft marsh, bog 
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or snow, where a horse wou'd sink in- 
stantly. This peculiarity is due to the 
formation of the. hoof, which divides, 
forming a natural snowshoe. The aver- 
age ant’ers run from 20 to 30 points, but 
35 points are not uncommon, and both 
Mr. F. C. Selous, the famous licn hunter, 
and Mr. J. G. Millais secured finer heads 
than this. 

Fortune is proverbially fickle in sport, 





OUR CAMP, AND TROPHY 


but to secure the finest heads it is neces- 
sary to spend some weeks in the interior, 
and combine careful stalking with good 
shooting. Full-grown animals, and these 
carry the best horns, are exceedingly wary 
and difficult of approach in the shooting 
season; they do not suffer from inquisi- 
tiveness—in fact, they have an ail too 
great aversion to human society — and 
their senses of scent and hearing are very 
acute. 

There are two open seasons, one from 
August Ist to October Ist, and the second 
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from October 20th until February Ist; 
September offers the finer weather, but in 
the later season there is a better chance 
of seeing the heavier stags. The cost of a 
license is £10, under which three stags 
may be killed, at any time during the two 
seasons, 

For the man who desires a pleasant 
hunting trip and average-sized heads, Sep- 
tember is the month par excellence. With 


HEAD OF MANY POINTS 


a light 16-foot wooden or canvas-covered 
canoe and two men, he may voyage up 
one of the numerous rivers which cross 
the line of the railway; once out of sight 
of the wooden station buildings, he will 
lose touch with civilization, and soon find 
himself in the midst of a perfect!y wild 
and beautiful country. Dense forests of 
pine, spruce and fir clothe the hills, with 
here and there a dash of color where birch 
and maple show their autumn dress. Pad- 
dling on broad lakes, dragging the canoe 
over rapids and shallows, or portaging 
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round waterfalls, he will soon find him- 
self in an undisturbed paradise for game; 
and may choose his quarry as time or luck 
permits. 

In October and November, according to 
the seasons, thousands of caribou cross 
the line on their way south; these compose 
the great Northern herd about which so 
much has been written, and they certainly 
offer a tempting chance for the man who 
is anxious to obtain a head. But it has 
two great drawbacks, for it is there many 
of the Northern settlers replenish the 
larder. With his eye on the winter’s meat 
supply, he makes it his happy hunting- 
ground, and unless the sportsman “packs” 
some distance from the line he will find 
the ground overhunted; again, on these 
high barrens in November the weather is 
as a: rule atrocious; snow, sleet, mist, rain 
at times take turns for many days. 

Speaking of “happy hunting-grounds” 
reminds one of the aboriginal inhabitants 
of the island, the Beothucs. These Indians 
—now extinct—had a line of fences along 
the banks of the river Exploits, where it 
crosses the main deer paths. At certain 
places on the river openings were left, 
near which the hunter lay concealed, and 
as soon as a herd entered the water the 
Indians darted out in their light birch 
bark canoes and dispatched the lot. Red 
Indian Lake, nearly 40 miles long, was 
another famous hunting-ground. 

The more pleasant trip by far is to pene- 
trate—either in canoes or by portaging 
one’s effects across country—into one of 
the many isolated hunting-grounds of the 
interior. I have in my mind one such 
trip in the Terra Nova country, made, in 
company with two friends, some years 
ago. Leaving the train where it crosses 
the river, we, with two guides and two 
river-boats, had rowed for two miles up 
this wide and beautiful stream to the lake 
itself. At the northwest of the lake—a 
beautiful sheet of water seven miles in 
length—is a small tributary, up which we 
poled and dragged the boats to George’s 
Lake, where we camped for the night. 
Next morning we made up tents, bedding, 
provisions, etc., into portable shape, and 
“packed” across a heavily timbered coun- 
try for six miles to Beaver Pond “droke,” 
a clump of timber standing in the center 





of a wide marsh. On our way we saw a 
young stag, and several does with fawns, 
the latter lying down and almost hidden 
in the long grass. We arrived about noon, 
pitched the tents, made our balsam beds, 
cut wood for the night, “boiled the kettle,” 
and about 3 o’clock we three, with a guide, 
set out to kill meat for camp, always the 
first consideration. We left the cook in 
charge superintending a black duck stew. 

About two miles from camp we saw on 
the marsh the black heads and long necks 
of three “Canada geese,” which took wing 
but pitched some four or five hundred 
yards away, just beyond a clump of small 
bush. Crawling, creeping and worming our 
way along, we reached the shelter of the 
thicket, paused for breath, took a steady 
aim, and fired. Two took flight, but the 
third evidently touched—I am afraid our 
rifle shoting was not of the best—took to 
its “heels,” at least it “showed us its 
heels.” How that bird got over the coun- 
try at the rate it did passes comprehen- 
sion; we killed it about a quarter of a 
mile further on, pursuers and pursued in 
an exhausted conditisn. We had gone 
scarcely a hundred yards, still feeling very 
blown after our wild goose chase, when 
we ran into, or rather there ran into us, 
seven or eight deer, which had heard the 
shots and taken a turn the wrong way. 
A young doe attempted to get away 
through a small “lead” parallel to our 
course, and after another burst of speed 
on our part we managed to drop it, re- 
turning to camp laden with the goose and 
two quarters of venison—not a bad after- 
noon’s work. 

The next day we broke camp, and 
“packed” six miles further to Island Pond 
“droke,” a small clump of wood—such 
clumps are called “drokes” by the fisher- 
men—near Lake St. John. Here we had 
a most delightful few days, and my two 
friends were successful in getting pre- 
sentable heads—one of thirty points. Wild 
geese were very plentiful, and we also 
saw several foxes. I ran across my own 
stag in a peculiar way, which shows how 
much luck there is in all shooting. Brook- 
ing—one of the guides—and I, taking a 
light side tent and a coup!e of days’ provi- 
sions, decided to spend a day or two near 
Lake St. John. We left about three in 
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the afternoon, and followed through 
grassy meadows and dense spruce woods 
the meanderings of one of the prettiest 
little streams it is possible to imagine. 
We jogged along, heads down, shoulders 
braced, as is the way in “packing,” when 
suddenly I saw Brooking sink down. 
“Deer!” he whispered, and there, not 
three hundred yards distant, was a stag 
feeding away from us. Hastily dropping 
our loads, we crawled as rapidly as we 
could towards him, hoping that he would 
not move off before we could get within 
range, but luckily he had just begun to 
feed and was neither suspicious nor in a 
hurry. A little more careful advance 
brought us to within about 100 yards, 
and a shot from the 45-70 bowled him 
over. 

The outfit required for a hunting trip 
may be a very simple one; indeed, the 
simpler the better. Both in September 
and October warm clothing is necessary, 
as some days will be very cold on the 
higher lands; light clothing may also be 
taken, and will be found exceedingly com- 
fortable on warm days in September. 
Rainproof outer clothing such as “Bur- 
berry” or “Aquascutum” will be found 
useful in September, but in November 
rubber is best. In fact, if one wishes to 
keep the knees dry, when walking through 
low brush in wet weather, rubber pull- 
overs are essential. Larrigans or mocca- 
sins of leather and of medium height are 
by far the best in which to travel, as the 
marshes are very fatiguing and a pair of 
heavy boots will soon tire. As there is 
little or no, hard ground on the barrens, 
heavy soles are not required. Tents should 
be light, of waterproof silk or light duck, 


and bedding should be plentiful; the 
nights are co'd and a camp stove is a 
cumbrous article at best. The writer uses 
a deerskin spread over a bed of fir boughs, 
and has proved from experience that it 
makes a capital bed; this and an “open” 
or Baker tent with a huge fire in front, 
makes a combination superior even to 
air mattresses, and the most elaborate of 
stoves. However, every man to his taste. 

Rough as the life is, it has a charm 
peculiar to itself, and he who _ loves 
te wander in solitary places, through prim- 
eval forests, by many a lonely lake or 
mountain peak, will find here his heart’s 
desire. He may feast his eyes upon the 
gorgeous Autumn colors of the North, 
the yellows of the birch gleaming like 
gold among the darker fir and spruce, 
the crimson of the maple, like a splotch 
of blood upon the landscape, and the reds 
and russets of bush and berry. At his 
feet will lie wild fruits in countless num- 
bers, mountain-cranberry, marshberry, 
blueberry and the capillaire. The rivers 
teem with. fish, trout, salmon and _ that 
great fighter, the ouananiche; the loon 
calls to him from the lake, the black duck 
feeds among the water-lily beds, and the 
willow-grouse springs from beneath his 
feet. 

From his tent, pitched at the foot of 
some giant of the forest, he may watch 
the evening shadows fall, the firelight 
glance from silver birch, from lake or 
river, and the glorious Indian summer 
night close down upon the landscape; and 
should the “wanderlust” seize hold upon 
him, he may range, far as the eye can see, 
over moor and fen, hill and plain, with no 
man to say him nay. 





FINDING A WILD-GOOSE NEST ON THE BARRENS 
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“A VISTA OF SILVER-BIRCH AND HEMLOCK SURROUNDS THE CAMP” 


MY FIRST AND LAST JACKING FOR DEER 


AND OTHER EPISODES OF THE RANGELEYS 


BY J. G. STANTON, M.D. 


GLORIOUS morning truly, that 
Ap of September, when I stepped 

out on the veranda at the Middle 
Dam, and inhaled the co!d crisp air, each 
inhalation of which was an inspiration to 
ambitious activity. Instinctively cne 
squared his shoulders, threw out his chest, 
and breathed in the delicious air, feeling 
the quick response in the blood by the 
tingling of his nerves, answering the stim- 
ulating excitation of delectable oxygen 
and ozone. The memory of it now makes 
me sit up and breathe deeper, so vivid an 
impression remains of the beautiful sur- 
roundings. 


The withered grass, and purple daisies 
with drooping heads, murmuring a nunc 
dimittis, were covered with a glistening 
shroud of thick white frost, spotless in 
the brilliant sunlight, while old Weloken- 
nabacook lay spread out before me, 
smooth as a mirror, with light fantastic 
wreathings of surface mist; curling up, 
far as the eye could reach, like the smoke 
out of old Metalluc’s pipe, who gave his 
name to the point at the upper end of the 
Narrows. Off this point I sat one after- 
noon under the guidance of Oscar Morse, 
and watched F—k Ch—Il play for half 
an hour, with a six-ounce rod, a splendid 
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My First and Last Jacking for Deer 


trout. He tipped the scales at 8% 
pounds, after Whitney had netted him in 
over the gunwale. 

Fishing! Well!! Those were the days 
when we staged it from Bryant’s Pond to 
Andover, stayed over night, and then 
“buck-boarded” it the next day over the 
carry to the lower arm; being met there 
by the launch, which took us across the 
lake to the Middle Dam. The enthusi- 
asms of these days when we eagerly 
sought the various fishing grounds, are 
something to be remembered! The pool 
below the dam, where P—sh Palmer and 
Ch—ll cast patiently, carefully, and with 
skill acquired by !ong experience; alluring 
spots along Rapid River, and where the 
river empties into the pond in the river, 
various select spots up in the narrows, or 
aiong Metalluc Point, or away round in 
the west arm of Mollychunkamunk. 

Each had its advocates; and well do 
we remember the thrilling narratives of 
Uncle Dan Hempstead, as we sat in the 
baking hot office in the evening. Hacc 
olim forsitan memminisse juvabit! As I 
stood enjoying the scene, Steve Morse, 
my guide that year, came around the 
corner of the camp. Who of those who 
have visited the Rangeleys in the last 
twenty-five years does not remember 
Steve Morse? Fine old Steve! He re- 
minded me more of Leather Stocking of 
Cooper’s tales, than any other woodsman 
I ever met. Of fine character, skilled in 
the arts of woodcraft, he was the ideal 
type of the Maine woodsman. A crack 
shot, and well did he know the haunts 
of wild animals. He knew the whims of 
trout and salmon; and never did he shirk 
or try to save himself while guiding, but 
was indefatigable in his efforts to make 
the day’s sport a success. Quiet, re- 
served, resourceful, a fine type of the 
man living close to the wonderful se- 
crets of the woods and streams. 

“A fine day, Doctor!” said Steve, “and 
the last of the fishing! I am afraid it 
will not be a very good one. It looks as 
though it would be too still and clear. 
However, we might try down along the 
rapid water to the pond. If we do not 
get any rises there you might as well 
pack your rods, and think of something 
else to do on your last day.” 
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“Well! we tried the river with no luck. 
There was pure delight, however, in sim- 
ply being alive that glorious September 
day at the Middle Dam. On the way up 
from the pond in the river Steve said, 
“Did you ever go jacking for deer, Doc- 
ter?” “No,” said I. “The law is off at 
midnight, to-night, and it is going to be a 
perfect night for jacking. The moon will 
set just about midnight. We can ride 
down the carry on the buckboard which 
goes over to Umbagog this afternoon, and 
get off at Cedar Stump. Will Sargent has 
a boat near the river, and she is all rigged 
up for jacking. Will said I could have 
the boat any time he was not using it.” 
It goes without saying that I was de- 
lighted with the proposal. 

About 4 o’clock the buckboard rattled 
up to the camp with much “Back up, Gol 
durn ye,” and “Hed up, there,” and such 
endearing phrases usually meted out to 
the willing horses. Steve appeared with 
his rifle, a coffee pot and the universal 
knapsack, filled with things he considered 
necessary. We _ climbed aboard, the 
driver touched up his horses, and off we 
jolted down the carry towards Umbagog. 

Our driver deserves notice because of 
the peculiarities which impressed me. He 
was abnormally long of leg, so that when 
he sat down he much resembled a capital 
“N.” His other peculiarity was his wit. 
He had a sense of humor, but it was of 
the belated kind. Some of my jokes and 
stories were new to them. Steve was 
quick to see the point, but the driver usu- 
ally remained perfectly stolid for nearly 
half a minute, and then he would let out 
a guffaw that disturbed the solitudes and 
started chattering all the squirrels within 
hearing. : 

We got off at Cedar Stump and made 
our way to the spot where Sargent’s 
boat was pulled up into the bushes. 
Steve launched her and we got in, he 
pulling up stream a short distance to a 
good place he knew of to build a fire, and 
make a lean-to. The shadows had al- 
ready lengthened, and dusk was coming 
cen. It was growing cold, and we had to 
wait six hours at least until the moon 
went down behind the hills before we 
could start out. The place Steve chose 
was evidently one that had been used be- 
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fore, for the fireplace was already ar- 
ranged just right for placing the coffee 
pot, and four or five huge logs formed a 
good lee to sit under and lean against. 

The conditions were perfect. The fire 
was blazing merrily. Steve had filled the 
coffee pot at the river, and put in as 
much coffee as he thought would make 
the proper strength for the occasion. 
Sandwiches, crackers, cheese, hard-boiled 
eggs, pepper and salt were produced 
from the knapsack. The coffee was made 
to the Queen’s taste, and with appetites 
sharpened by exercise in the cold air, we 
ate heartily, and drank cups of coffee 
strong enough to float an iron 
After eating and drinking, the fire was 
replenished, and then, as we filled our 
pipes, we were satisfied to simply sit, 
leaning against the logs, and blinking at 
the fire. 

Steve whiled away the time narrating 
experiences of his long life in the wocds, 
on the streams and lakes, stopping at 
times to take meditative puffs at his pipe, 
and occasionally indulging in sips of the 
deliciously invigorating coffee. The still 
calm of the forest wrapped us round, 
broken at times by the snap of the trees 
under the strengthening cold, or the mel- 
ancholy hooting of an owl or the “mush- 
ing” of a musk rat, as he plunged into the 
water. 

At length the moon went down behind 
the trees of the opposite bank, and a 
deepening gloom began to take the place 
of the bright moonlight. “Now, Doctor,” 
said Steve, as he rose to his feet, “it’s 
time we began to move. It will be dark 
enough by the time we are on the river.” 
It had grown colder, as I realized, as 
secon as we left the genial glow of the 
fire, and started down to the river bank. 
I had put my sweater on under my shoot- 
iug-jacket, and my Mackinaw lined duck- 
ing coat. Steve lighted the jack, launched 
the boat, and I clambered in and took 
the bow seat with the jack directly over 
my head, and turned somewhat at an 


spoon. 


angle, so that the reflector should cast 
the light along the shore, while Steve 
paddled down the river. 
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The river was covered with a surface 
mist, about three feet high, so that the 
effect was weird and uncanny, because I 
could see no water, and seemed to be 
floating on vapor in absolute stillness: 
Steve was such a perfect waterman that 
our progress, slow of course, was without 
scund, except for an occasional ripple at 
the bow. I seemed to be absolutely alone 
in a murk of gloom and mist, save where 
the light projected along the bank. 

Soon I heard the sound of pattering 
hoofs in the bushes, but it was quite a 
little while when on swinging around a 
curve in the shore, I saw two blazing 
eyes staring in mingled fear and curi- 
osit? apparently straight into my own. 
“Give it to him, Doctor,” I heard Steve 
whisper. I got my rifle to my shoul- 
der as quickly as possible, but was 
so bundled up in clothing that I was 
somewhat awkward about it. Just as I 
was about to deliver the shot the blaz- 
ing eyes disappeared, and the deer was 
heard crashing through the bushes. 

“He ain’t the only one,’ quickly re- 
marked Steve. “The woods are full of 
them,” which seemed likely enough, in 
view of the sounds of pattering feet and 
breaking twigs which here and there 
broke the stillness of the night. 

Again we paddled along, closely watch- 
ing the circle of light as it moved ahead 
of us on the bank, and within five min- 
utes another pair of eyes blazed out at 
me not more than one hundred feet away. 
The whole outline of the deer was clearly 
defined as he stood broadside to the light 
with his heard turned facing it. 

I quickly drew a bead on him just be- 
hind the shoulder, and delivered the skot. 
He fell in his tracks. Steve quickly pad- 
dled to the shore. We jumped out and 
found a noble buck in the last agonies. 
Giving him the coup de grace with his 
hunting knife, Steve said, “What do y’ 
think of it?” “Steve,” said I with a sick- 
ening feeling tugging at my heartstrings, 
“it is murder.” 

Then and there I mentally registered a 
vow that my first jacking for deer should 
be the last as well. 
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ing. Our 
Western brother-anglers who are expert 
casters for the maskalonge and gamy bass 
would find casting in the surf as easy as 
“water to a young duck.” The only dif- 
ference is the heavier weight of tackle. 
To land these fish will make one perspire 
in so doing, for these fish are caught on 
game-fish tackle, requiring anywhere from 
fifteen minutes to an hour and a half’s 
hard work. Such a place is Barnegat 
City, equidistant from New York and 
Philadelphia. 

Last season the writer witnessed the 
capture out of the surf, in one day, of 
nine channel bass, or drum, weighing 
from 27 to 39 pounds. The two to five- 
pound gamy bass angler, yearning for the 
strenuous — something lively —and_ the 
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thrilling experience of ninety minutes’ 
battle in the roaring surf, may enjoy this 
experience by following these instruc- 
tions; and then “go thou and do likewise.” 
The red drum migrates from Southern 
waters as far as New York, in search of 
the more abundant food of the temperate 
regions, and is caught on its way up from 
Florida in lessening numbers, as it pushes 
Northward. On the coasts of Carolina and 
Virginia it is caught early in the season, 
but its arrival on the Jersey coast is not 
until July, August and September, contin- 
uing there up to about the end of Octo- 
ber; later still, if the weather be mild. 
Isolated drums are captured at various 
places on the Long Island and Jersey 
shores, but the place where they seem to 
be most abundant is a short stretch from 
Barnegat Inlet to down past Harvey Ce- 
dars, a distance of probably not over ten 
miles. In addition to the drum, many 
striped ‘bass, weakfish and kingfish of 
good size, are taken in the surf, as well as 
inside Barnegat Bay. Within easy reach 
of the lighthouse is located what is con- 
sidered at the present time the best all- 
round sea-fishing to be gotten on the At- 
lantic coast; at the different seasons when 
various species of fish are available. 

The most direct and quickest way to 
get to Barnegat City is to take train 
from Liberty street, New York, by the 
Jersey Central, leaving about 3 p. m. and 
arriving at the destination about 6:30. 
Most of the anglers, expert or otherwise, 
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stay at the Sunset Inn, which is conven- 
iently situated, and in many respects the 
best place to stay, standing, as it does, 
close to the railway terminal, the light- 
house and the bay. If any Western ang- 
ler can now spare a week for surf fishing, 
he must be provided with the regulation 
surf casting tackle; if unprovided, it will 
be necessary to get it (though the price is 
high). Nevertheless, he will be fitted up 
with tackle that will be very useful here- 
after, to last as long as he will need it. 
A good surf casting rod costs about $25, 
is 7 feet 6 inches long to 9 feet, weighing 
about 19 ounces, made preferably of split 
bamboo, stiff, powerful, and springy; it 
should have large agate guides and tip, 
and a cane-wound handle. The reel, like- 
wise, should be built strong but fine, light 
and free-running, of German silver and 
rubber, with a capacity of 600 feet of No. 
12 to 18 thread line. In addition to the 
regular click, it should have a thumb- 
brake or a handle-drag. The line should 
be of the very best make, a No. 12 thread 
Cuttyhunk brand. The best rig I have 
yet seen, because it is compact and neat, 


is that used by members of the Asbury 
Park fishing club, and consists of a tri- 
angular swivel to which is fastened the 
main line, a four to six-ounce pyramid 
sinker tied by a short 6-inch line and a 
12 to 18-inch leader of 6-ply woven gut, 
then on the gut is fastened a No. 9/o 
Limerick hook. To be complete, a rod 
bet is a necessary article, so that while 
playing these strong, heavy fish the strain 
of the weight relieves the arms of much 
fatigue, and also the rod rests comfort- 
ably while waiting for a strike. The best 
and indeed the only bait used at Barne- 
gat is shedder crab, and I strongly advise 
the angler to procure a supply to take 
along with him. There is no more vex- 
ing or annoying thing than to be on a 
fishing trip where plenty of fish are to be 
caught and be in a pickle for want of bait. 
Barnegat Bay is full of crabs, but short 
on fishermen, to catch and supply them to 
anglers. For a week’s fishing three or 
four dozen are not too many to provide. 
I have thus been particular to describe 
in detail both tackle and bait in order to 
post those who are not acquainted with 
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the locality and methods of fishing, so 
that they may exactly know the right way 
to get sport, and return pleased with such 
a trip. 

If you are unable to cast 75 to 125 feet 
you are not competent to fish for drum; 
if, however, you can cast the sinker 100 
feet, that will be sufficient to reach the 
fish over the rolling waves. To facilitate 
fishing, breakfast is early, at Sunset Inn, 
because at 6:50 a. m. every angler must 
be prepared to board a local train at that 
hour which drops them conveniently at 
the exact. spot they intend to fish. The 
distance varies from half a mile to five 
miles. Each angler takes along a basket 
of lunch, provided by the hotel, and his 
bait is furnished by himself. The anglers 
leave the train and slip across a hundred 
yards of wild, sandy stretch of land to the 
ocean front, which is a particularly rough 
and dreary place. On the day I tried my 
prentice hand, there were five men and 
two ladies, one being the writer’s wife, 
both the latter appropriately clad in fish- 
ing costume, and fished with the same de- 
termined effort as the men. Each of the 
men chose a different hole or place where 
the pounding waves had cut out a bend in 
the sand, and at once proceeded to busi- 


ness. There is nothing to denote the fish 
are there; this has to be previously tested 
by experts who have tried where and 
when ‘the fish feed. These experts are 
members of the Asbury Park fishing club 
who annually visit this locality for the 
red drum, and are therefore by experi- 
ence and practice well qualified as to the 
method of casting and best way of land- 
ing the fish. No two men seemed to cast 
alike, each having an individual style of 
his own. Some cast sideways, others over 
the shoulder; the long, powerful rod as- 
sisting them materially to cast a good 
distance out, and though [ firmly believe 


_a long caster has the advantage, I learned 


that one fish was hooked but a distance of 
thirty feet from the beach. When the 
cast is made, the pyramidical lead sinker 
beconies embedded in the sandy bottom 
by the action of the undertow, and then 
the angler waits for a strike, perhaps a 
minute, perhaps an hour, at times a whole 
day. 

After waiting awhile, he winds in the 
line to see that the bait is not clogged by 
seaweed, so that it may whirl round and 
round the sinker, perfectly free from ob- 
struction. The drum, considering its great 
size and tremendous fighting powers, does 
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‘AT LAST, THE VANQUISHED, AND BRAVE WARRIOR SHOWS THROUGH THE PALE-BLUE 
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not bite with any great force like the blue- 
fish, or even a striped bass, but it takes 
the bait in a dignified way—mouths it— 
lets it go, swims around and takes it again. 
A codfish wiil swallow the bait right 
away, but not soa drum. The half shed- 
der crab of which the bait consists is 
again taken, and with a seemingly slight 
pull, as if to find out its value as food. 
Some anglers then strike, perhaps to 
hook, or to lose the fish; much depends 
upon the barb taking a good hold; if so, 
just as soon as the fish feels the prick it 
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tireless captive that shows no let up in 
vigor or strength; you try to reel in, but 
without avail; it is one continuous pull of 
twenty to ninety minutes’ duration. At 
last after a gallant fight the vanqu‘shed 
and brave warrior shows, through the 
pale-blue water, his sides clad in burnished 
copper mail; in another minute, before 
it has time to slap the unfriendly wet sand 
with its broad tail, you haul it high up 
from its well-loved breakezs. It happens 
frequently that monster sharks take the 
bait, or perhaps the drum, after it has been 











“you HAUL IT HIGH FROM 
tears off in a maddening race, generally 
out to sea. The first plunge must not be 
checked; begin by putting on a gentle 
restraint, then heavier, and still harder, 
till the fish turns back. Then it will begin 
to violently shake its body so that the 
stiff rod-tip bends and quivers while the 
butt is held upright and firm. This “jig- 
gering’” (to use a salmon fisher’s phrase) 
goes on for a considerable time and is the 
angler’s most trying period, for any minute 
it may get off, especially when a slack line 
is given, which the fish is quick to take 
advantage of and throw the hook from 
out of its jaws. 
The battle continues, and you walk or 

run up and down the beach, following the 
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hooked a captive. The latter incident did 
happen during the day’s fishing. After 
a large fish had been hooked, it ran out 
more than the usual length of line, mak- 
ing its struggles in deeper water. With a 
sudden dull thud the line slackened and 
the water became tinged with blood. A 
shark had snapped off the greater part of 
the captive fish. Being thus restrained and 
unable to escape from its foe, a second 
bite tore away the head and shoulders, 
leaving the hook entire. 

The favorite foods of the drum, as well 
as the striped bass, are crabs, various 
shellfish, and sea worms. There creatures 
along with countless millions of smaller 
fishes, stay just at the edge of the deeper 
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water made by the waves in the sand. 
Anyone who ventures close enough will 
see this cut of sometimes but a few inches 
to three feet deep along the entire coast. 
Thus it is the drum and other game fish 
venture so mear shore. Outside, in the 
deeper water, sharks and other monsters 
lie, poised and waiting for their victims, 
much too wary to venture near shallow 
water, but always ready for smaller fish 
that go near their vicinity. 

After the day’s fishing is over (as it so 
happened, a fortunate day) the anglers 
convey the fish from the beach to the 
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railway tracks, and at 6:30 the train stops 
to pick them up and take the anglers and 
fish back to the hotel, the nine fish, 
weighing from 27 to 39 pounds each, in 
addition to some striped bass, and blue- 
fish of smaller size, making a pile good to 
look upon as they lay on the baggage-car 
floor. The next morning, the fish are 
stitched up and wrapped separately in 
coarse bagging and then shipped, either to 
friends or to the markets. A forty-pound 
red drum is not considered by some peo- 
ple to be a good table food; nevertheless, 
they are sold in the New York markets. 




















A PLEA FOR SALT-WATER ANGLERS 


THERE ARE ALWAYS TWO SIDES TO EVERY FENCE 


BY FRANCIS A. LE HUNTTE 


self-constituted censors in angling af- 

fairs to speak slightingly of salt-water 
anglers, to sneer at their methods, belittle 
their pretentions to art or skill, and, in a 
word, to place them beyond the pale of 
the fraternity, a trifle higher perhaps than 
market net-drawers and hand-liners, but 
infinitely inferior to the traveled aristoc- 
racy of the craft, who from out of their 
fenced lakes and private streams draw the 
graceful trout and agile bass, according 
to the gospel of Henschel and Clarke. 

It is to oppose the pretentions to» supe- 
rior skill on the part of these dilettante 
fishermen,and to advance the claims of the 
patient and expert surf and channel ang- 
ler, that this paper has been written; and 
iet me say, before proceeding further, that 


1: is the fashion for a certain class of 


not one word of remonstrance or contempt 
for these pretentious ang!ing dandies can 
apply to the true fisherman, be he wedded 
to the fly and as fresh as the dew on a 
wood violet. If he is a born child of the 
rod; if he has followed the line from that 
innate, mysterious love of the pastime that 
often proves the ruling passion of life in 
later years, he will always look with gen- 
ial sympathy upon a kindred spirit, be it 
ever so lowly. 

The boy with his shiner pole and string 
of silver-sides, the rude drop-liner on the 
stringpiece of the pier, even the crabber 
with his unsightly bait and grotesquely 
irate spoils, will all serve to kindle into 
flame in the true sportsman a spark that 
never dies upon the hearthstone of his 
heart. No swelling pride at his own su- 
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perior skill as compared with their ragged 
uncouthness suggests itself to him, but 
with solicitous interest in the success of 
their efforts he recognies the fellow-feel- 
ing that makes the world of anglers kin. 

I do not believe that the majority of the 
supercilious would-be lawmakers, who 
profess to have created a standard of ang- 
ling morals and put forth rules and regu- 
lations for the craft, are in any sense true 
fishermen, when compared with hundreds 
of the salt-water veterans they would rank 
so low. The great majority are men 
who, having acquired an ample bank ac- 
count, turn in the leisure hours of their 
life to angling as a pastime which will 


combine health and amusement in bene- . 


ficial and pleasing conjunction. They use 
the most approved and expensive appli- 
ances of the art, travel hundreds of miles 
to reach fruitful waters, and purchase the 
services of skillful guides, who lead them 
to the best fishing grounds. Thus relieved 
from all care for details, from all the 
drudgery of the sport, they select rods of 
the correct length and weight from their 
well-stocked cases, and, adjusting some 
specimens of fashionable ang!ing millinery 
on their tapered lines, proceed to catch 
fish in refined style. 

How different the experience of the 
humble salt-water fishers! Many of them 
set aside the money necessary for their 
excursion by sacrificing some other small 
luxury or enjoyment, and steal the early 
hours of preparation from needed rest af- 
ter days of unremitting toil; no profes- 
sional directs their movements; in every- 
thing they have to rely entirely on their 
own judgment. Bait has to be provided 
of the best quality at the least expense, 
and many a morning in the gray of the 
advanced small hours have I, on similar 
errand bent, met them prowiing through 
the fishways of the market. Those who 
can afford the luxury of a boat have to 
raise the white-ash breeze and labor at the 
oars, sometimes for miles, against wind 
and tide to reach a favorable spot, and 
how often all this solicitous preparation, 
this painstaking labor, goes unrewarded 
by even a single bite! 

But the genuine angler’s ardor is not 
diminished by the failure; he has tasted 
the sea breeze and the sunshine and eter- 


nal hope remains. When his holiday 
comes round again you will see him pro- 
ceeding on the self-same mission, full of 
delightful visions; for retrospection and 
anticipation have gilded the dull hours of 
his daily drudgery between trips. Can 
there be any question as to which of these 
men is the true angler? This patient and 
painstaking disciple, or the genteel sports- 
man, who, during. suitable seasons of his 
luxurious leisure, toys with the sport artis- 
tically, and then devotes a few idle hours 
to detailing his experience, disputing 
everybody else’s claims to be as good a 
fisherman as he, and advancing his ideas 
of improvement in tackle and methods, 
some of them probably as o'd as the earth 
itself. There is another feature to salt- 
water angling, in which I think we are 
entitled to more credit than our fresh- 
water brethren seem inclined to grant; I 
refer to the amount of skill necessary to 
insure success. Of course, we all must 
concede that fly throwing is a most deli- 
cate and exquisite art; but we can also 
claim that it requires no small degree of 
skill to cast a two-ounce sinker and bait 
one hundred feet into the surf, repeating 
the cast again and again without breaking 
the line or back Jashing. Even to toss a 
crab bait fifteen or twenty yards, from the 
end of a seven or eight-ounce rod, letting 
it fall lightly on the surface, at the desired 
spot, is an operation oftentimes attempted 
unsuccessfully by the indefatigable tyros. 

But in salt-water angling skill of man- 
ipulation is as nothing compared with the 
close study and observation of locality and 
conditions necessary to a successful pros- 
ecution of this branch of the art. In 
fresh-water lakes and streams an intelli- 
gent observer will soon master the general 
features of favorable water and _ locate 
promising grounds with fair success, even 
if compelled to dispense with the services 
of a guide. But who dares make this as- 
sertion regarding tidal rivers and estu- 
aries ? 

The vast expanse of those waters 
through which the fish are constantly 
traveling, following the motions of the 
tide, only stopping to feed at certain 
places, which have to be closely located 
and which change from year to year, 
month to month, week to week—yes, al- 
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most from hour to hour, if we consider 
the effect of the tide on their conditions. 

At last some good friend gives you the 
bearings of an impossible looking place, 
a mile or so from shore, or guides you to 
a shallow inlet where you would expect 
large fish to ground at anything short of 
high water, and you make the score of 
the season. Next year may bring an en- 
tire change. Old points and bars may be 
washed away, new kinds of fish appear in 
unexpected places, and fully half the 
previous summer’s laboriously acquired 
knowledge prove worthless. But the salt- 
water angler does not grumb!e, he works 
and waits. When at last he masters the 
secret of the sea, and brings in the shining 
trophies of his own unaided toil and skill, 
I think he derives more keen enjoyment 
from his success than the elegant gentle- 
men who smile at his efforts have prob- 
ably ever experienced. 

The surroundings and accessories of 
salt-water angling are, to my mind, grand- 
er and more varied than those among 
which the fresh-water sportsman plies his 
art. The movement of the tide alone 
makes the sea water a living force, be- 
side which the pulseless depths of lakes 
and ponds seem dull and listless. The 
mountain stream babbling down the steeps 
and roaring over precipes is full of eager 
motion, and the. placid river flowing si- 
lently through broad meadows or singing 
over pebbly beaches adds a living beauty 
to the scene; but both are destitute of the 
conditions of lively and unceasing inter- 
est that mark the tidal river. 

The one touch of nature which Shakes- 
peare tells us makes the whole world kin, 
the love of variety and change, is gratified 
there by that same nature in amplest form. 
The shallow grass patch we poled our 
boat through in the gray of morning has 
melted into the wide waters and is lost 
before the sun climbed half-way to the 
zenith. The channel by the jetty wall was 
low when we anchored, all the slimy, 
shell-encrusted spiles were bare and the 
waves surged through the opening, break- 
ing noisily upon the stones, while the 
evaporation from the wet surface filled 
the air with that briny odor so familiar to 
dwellers alongshore. 

This motion of the tide, combined with 


the varied force and direction of the wind, 
produces endless changes in the condition 
of the river, so that although to a casual 
observer its general characteristics appear 
identical, it really very seldom presents 
the same appearance to the attentive fish- 
erman. Cautiously yet fearlessly he ven 
tures into its grasp, for well he knows 


“Its wayward deeps are full of strange 
Astonishment and boundless change.” 


This is a short plea for the right of salt- 
water anglers to full membership in the 
craft; for they are as true disciples of 
Nature and old Izaak as the finest fly 
fishermen that ever whipped a stream. 
My brothers, you all know what pleasures 
have been ours in the days gone by, what 
keen enjoyment we have derived from our 
pastime. If-I could rehearse them in fit- 
ting language they would lead many a 
weary soul, dry rotting in the dust of 
business, to take up the magic wand and 
taste the delights of sea angling. 

Oh, could I but sing the song of Nature! 
Could I but blend in this imperfect meas- 
ure the divine harmony that I have lis- 
tened to on the river and by the shores of 
the sounding sea, it would be a musical 
elixir of life to languishing spirits. To 
hear again the cool humming of June 
breezes, the lapping of water in the dark- 
ness, the buzz of the reel, the diapason of 
the surf breaking on the shadowless shore, 
would indeed be celestial melody to sea- 
going fishers. These are the voices that 
ever sing to them; they echo through the 
soundless hall of memory, where hang un- 
painted pictures rich in living colors, in- 
stinct with motion, luminous with the light 
of summer days; sunny anchorages in 
grass-fringed coves, tosses and tumbles on 
the wind-swept bar, afternoon drifts down 
the broad reaches by the western shore, 
pale moonlit nights when old ocean flung 
up ramparts of silver on the sands. 

It is scenes like these that brighten the 
angler’s winter musings and cheer his 
hours of solitude and despondency, for 
while the summer lived he was Mother 
Nature’s foster-child and lay rocked upon 
her breast, and stretched forth his hand 
and touched her heart—the great restless 
heart of the earth, the ever-throbbing, pul- 
sing sea. 








THE OLD ROD 


BY W. A. SMITH 


Through old age and much hard usage, it had lost its spring and beauty. 


Had fought its forescore battles, won and lost and done full duty. 
Earned its rest, release from usage, and on wall the right to swing, 
Only asked, that when in trouble, it would happier memories bring. 


Thus to-night, in no wise lacking, it caught and held the wandering eye, 


Caught and held it, there suspended, forcing memory back to hie. 
To another time and dwelling, ’neath a forest dome or green, 
Where, amidst its shady vistas, much of nature might be seen. 


To the stream it, too, was taken; quickly troubles were forgot, 
As the owner looped on leader with the well-known fisher knot. 
Fly-book open, flies selected, placed on leader with due care, 

And with skill, born of practice, swiftly sailed out through the air. 


Falling light, as down from thistle, just below the sunken stone, 
Where, perhaps for five full summers, wary bass had made his home, 
Growing, yearly, big and stronger, yearly wiser in that school 

Which protects all Nature’s creatures till they reach life’s final pool. 


Like an arrow from the quiver, shot from tried and well-strung bow, 
With a movement, if not lightning, too much like it to be slow; 

F’en before the fly had settled in the swirl of water there 

It was taken, and the reel song rose like music on the air. 


Every ounce of rod now working, all tried skill called into play, 
Every inch of line full tested as it cut through watery way— 
Critical moments, doubtful issues, quickly met there by the man 
And a noble fight was wagered, ere the bass lay on the sand. 


Princely captive, worthy surely, of fair fight in open field, 
Rest you gently on the fern bed, in the bottom of the creel; 
Flickering fire, slumbering embers, dreary weather heeded not, 
For, in memory’s revelations, all my troubles were forgot. 
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To THE PEOPLE OF THE UNITED STATES: 


This is an appeal on behalf of the fur- 
seal made by the Camp-Fire Club of 
America through its committee on game 
protective legislation and preserves. The 
United States Government, as represent- 
ed by Charles Nagel, Secretary of Com- 
merce and Labor, is about to perpetrate 
a very grim and deadly joke on the few 
surviving fur-seals on the Pribilof Islands 
of Alaska. The seals are to be slaugh- 
tered by the United States Government, 
in the name of “protection”! The forces 
now arrayed against the fur-seal consist 
of Secretary Nagel, Fish Commissioner 
George M. Bowers, Walter I. Lembkey, 
and the Board of Experts, of which Dr. 
David Starr Jordan is chairman. The 
present deplorable conditions have been 


‘ brought about despite the fact that for the 


past ten years or more the Government, 
in its foreign relations and domestic pol- 
icy, has had the benefit of the advice of 
the present Board of Experts. 

At this very moment, the whole strength 
of the United States Government is en- 


listed for the destruction of those fur- 


seals and the stultification of the Amer- 
ican nation in the eyes of the world. The 
question is, Will the American people 
stand for it? 

The exposure of official blundering and 
wrongdoing is not an agreeable task. The 
Camp-Fire Club of America dislikes con- 
troversy; but the present intentions of 
the head of the Department of Commerce 
and Labor, regarding the fur-seal, impose 
upon us an obligation as good citizens 
that it is impossible to ignore. 

The logic of events has made it our 
duty to lay before the American people 
a series of facts, in order that the people 
may have an opportunity to judge them, 
and take whatever action they see fit in 
safeguarding their own property, and pro- 


SHALL A VALUABLE 


= A SQUARE DEAL FOR 
THE FUR-SEAL 


CAMP-FIRE CLUB DEMANDS IT-NAGEL REFUSES IT— 
INDUSTRY BE ANNIHILATED ? 


tecting their good name among nations. 
As the exhibits submitted herewith will 
show, we have faithfully endeavored to 
secure plain justice for the public inter- 
ests at stake without a resort to public- 
ity; but the Evil Genius of the Fur-Seal 
is inexorable. 


FACTS REGARDING’ THE FUR-SEAL 


About 1867 the Pribilof Islands of 
Alaska were acquired by the United States 
from Russia. In 1874 the seal herds 
which visited these islands for breeding 
purposes numbered at least four and a half 
million seals. To-day they number from 
thirty to fifty thousand. The seals reach 
the Pribilof Islands during June and July, 
where breeding females and old bulls 
gather at certain parts of the islands 
known as the breeding grounds. The 
young seals, male and female, keep to 
themselves, and it is from these younger 
seals that the sealskin of commerce is 
taken. Only the young males, called 
bachelor seals, from two to four years 
old, may legally be killed. 

Since 1870 the United States Govern- 
ment has leased the right to kill these 
seals to certain companies, the last lease 
being made in 1890 to the North Ameri- 
can Commercial Company, which lease 
expired April 30, I910, and was not re- 
newed. 

During the time that the seals are mak- 
ing their home on the Pribilof Islands 
they make extensive trips to sea in search 
of food, often going from 50 to 100 miles 
from the islands and remaining away for 
ten days or two weeks. It is while on 
these expeditions in search of food that 
they are killed by the pelagic sealers, who 
surround the islands outside of the three- 
mile and sixty-mile territorial limits, “pe- 
lagic sealers” being the term used for 
those who kill seals at sea. 




















THE “ROOKERY” AND “HAULING GROUNDS” OF POLAVINA 
St. Paul’s Island, Pribilof Group, Bering Sea. A life study made by Henry W. Elliott, July 17, 1872. 


This “breeding ground” contained 240,000 seals (bulls, cows and pups) when the above drawing of it 
was made; the “hauling grounds,” in the rear, carried not less than 200,000 yearlings and bachelor seals— 
altogether not less than 400,000 seals in this field of view; one mile from the foreground to the far 
distant bluffs, and from 500 to 1,000 yards back from the cliffs, every vistage of grass and vegetation 
polished then by these seals. (See Mono. Seal Islands, '§ 55.) Last summer, not a seal hauled out on 


this immense plateau of 1872! Nothing but grass 


anc 


flowers where that host of 1872 was hauled 


out in this picture! Not to exceed 2,500 cows, bulls and pups survivedgon this rookery, August 1, 1909! 


Practically eliminated here! 


THE GUILTY RECORD OF THE PAST 


For the past twenty years a black cloud 
has hung over our fur-seal industry, drop- 
ping down an almost continuous rain of 
deadly blunders and disasters. We assert 
that the average citizen has not the faint- 
est conception of the extent and thor- 
oughness of the official blunders, and the 
failures that have visited their evil re- 
sults on the once valuable fur-seal indus- 
try. That industry is now almost anni- 
hilated, and the policy of Secretary Nagel 
will inevitably complete it. Our concern 
is with the present and the future. 

Regarding the past, the Camp-Fire Club 
has made no formal charges. No effort 
can bring to life the dead fur-seal mil- 
lions. 

Definite charges against George M. 
Bowers, Walter I. Lembkey and others 
have been made by Henry W. Elliott, for- 
merly United States Treasury Agent upon 
the islands, and filed with Secretary Na- 


gel. If these charges are investigated by 
Congress the public may learn incidentally 
the grimly humorous story of Senate Doc- 
ument No. 407. 


RECENT ACTION TO SAVE THE SEALS 


About this time last year it became 
painfully evident that unless a body of in- 
dependent citizens at once took action 
with Congress in behalf of the miserable 
remnant of from 30,000 to 50,000 fur- 
seals, and stopped the impending execu- 
tion of a new killing lease, the complete 
annihilation of the fur-seal industry in the 
near future was absolutely certain to en- 
sue. We had seen an industry that once 
produced a net revenue of about $325,000 
per year destroyed down to a point where 
it now involves our Government in an 
annual loss of at least $225,000, not count- 
ing the wiping out of $20,000,000 worth 
of breeding fur-seals! Of all the four- 
teen “experts” who were officially advis- 
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THE DESOLATE “HAULING GROUNDS” OF THE FUR-SEAL AT ENGLISH BAY 
Saint Paul’s Island, Pribilof Group, Bering Sea. A life study made by Henry W. Elliott, July 18, 1890. 


In 1872, this field of view was covered with tens of thousands of bachelor seals. During the breeding 
season of 1872, there never was a day between the 20th of June and the 20th of October, in which this 
field did not contain from 150,000 to 350,000 bachelor seals. In 1890, never more than 5,000 bachelor 
seals ever were seen upon it at any one time; and during the season of 1909, just closed, there never 
were seen more than 500 young male seals! (See Monograph Seal Islands of Alaska: 10th Census, 


U. S. A.; Vol. VIII., p. 44.) 


ing the Secretary of Commerce and Labor 
not one—so far as could be learned—had 
proposed a temporary closed season for 
the remaining seals, or objected to the 
making of a new killing lease. On the 
contrary the most weighty official rec- 
ommendation of the “experts” was that 
hereafter “only 95 per cent.” of the ma’e 
seals should be killed each year! 

We now know, beyond a possibility of 
doubt, that but for the initiative of the 
Camp-Fire Club no fur-seal bill would 
have been passed by Congress last ses- 
sion, and a new lease for twenty years 
would have been made. We know be- 
cause even to-day every one of Secretary 
Nagel’s advisers holds that it is right for 
seal s!aughter to continue. 

His sole excuse for going contrary to 
the will of Congress, and continuing the 
slaughter of the remnant of fur-seals, will 
be found in the advice of the “experts” 
that unless 95 per cent. of the surplus 
male seals are killed each year the “sur- 





plus bulls” will fight with “the breeding 
buils” over the females, and seriously re- 
tard breeding in the herd! As if a wild 
species does not know how to breed and 
multiply successfully without the help of 
man! The excuse is most inadequate; 
and in any event it is no excuse whatever 
for not dealing squarely with Congress, 
and in accordance with a very plain un- 
derstanding. 


MOVE TO SAVE THE INDUSTRY 


Through the initiative of the Camp- 
Fire Club of America, last December Sen- 
ator Joseph M. Dixon, of Montana, 
chairman of the Senate Committee on 
the Conservation of National Resources, 
brought the condition of the fur-seal in- 
dustry squarely before his committee, and 
before Congress. 

From December 1, 1909, down to the 
present hour, events bearing on the fate 
of the fur-seal have moved with consid- 
erable celerity; and well they might, for 
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at this moment about seventy-five “pe- 
lagic sealing” vessels, some of them pro- 
vided with motor launches, are hovering 
like greedy vultures around the seal is- 
lands, just outside the three-mile limit, 
to kill every nursing mother-seal that 
leaves her young on shore while she seeks 
food in the sea. Pelagic sealing can only 
be stopped by treaty, and treaties can 
only be negotiated by our nation when it 
comes to its sister nations without the 
blood of the seals of the Pribilof Is'ands 
on its hands (Exhibit J). 

On December 2, Senator Dixon intro- 
duced our resolution against the execu- 
tion of a new killing lease, calling for a 
ten-year closed season for the seals, to per- 
mit the recuperation of the herds to a 
point where they will yield a revenue of 
$1,000,000 a year, and calling for the mak- 
ing of treaties with England and Canada, 
Japan, Russia and Mexico for the sup- 
pression of “pelagic sealing,” the waste- 
ful slaughter of seals of both sexes at 
sea. 

On January 15 an appeal was addressed 
to President Taft, who was asked to send 
to Congress a special message in behalf 
of the fur-seal. 

On January 20, an appeal was made 
to Hon. Charles Nagel, Secretary of Com- 
merce and Labor, for co-operation in sav- 
ing the fur-seal industry, by the policy 
outlined above. 

In due course of time Senator Dixon’s 
resolution, was referred to his commit- 
tee; and on February 24 a hearing was 
granted to the Camp-Fire Club. At that 
hearing the present status of the fur-seal 
industry was very thoroughly considered. 
At the close of the hearing, the Senate 
Comntittee on Conservation adopted a 
resolution directing its chairman, Sena- 
tor Dixon, to immediately communicate 
with the Secretary of Commerce and La- 
bor, and represent to him the undesirabil- 
ity of making a new lease for the killing 
of seals for commercial purposes on the 
Pribilof Islands. 

On February 24 Dr. Hornaday se- 
cured two very satisfactory interviews at 
the State Department, in behalf of the 
fur-seal; and on March 3 a formal ap- 
peal was made by letter to the Secretary 
of State. ° 


On March 15 President Taft trans- 
mitted to Congress a special message in 
behalf of the fur-seal, recommending the 
discontinuance of the former policy of 
seal slaughter, “in order that the United 
States may be free to deal with the gen- 
eral question in its negotiations with for- 
eign countries” (Exhibit F). 

On March 17 Senator Dixon intro- 
duced a bill that had been drafted by Sec- 
retary Nagel, with the approval of the 
Secretary of State, to carry out the pol- 
icy of the President’s message. 

Every American is asked to read the 
text of the President’s message (Exhibit 
F), and from its very clear language 
judge for himself whether the President 
intended that seal-killing on our islands 
should be suspended for the present or 
not. At the time that the message ap- 
peared, its intention—to arrest seal-kill- 
ing—was not for one moment questioned 
by anyone, so far as we ever have heard. 
About April 27 the Camp-Fire Club for- 
mally and gratefully thanked the Presi- 
dent for his patriotic and statesmanlike 
act in promptly taking the initiative in 
stopping the killing of seals! 

On March 21 there was referred to 
Senator Dixon’s committee the fur-seal 
salvage bill, which repealed the then ex- 
isting law with its mandatory provision 
requiring the Secretary of Commerce and 
Labor to advertise and execute a new 
lease for the killing of seals on the Pribi- 
lof Islands. On March 22 a hearing 
was held by that committee, at which were 
present Secretary Nagel, Fish Commis- 
sioner Bowers, Mr. Lembkey, Dr. Ever- 
mann and Dr. Wm. T. Hornaday, the 
chairman of the Camp-Fire Club’s com- 
mittee. The bill further provided that 
the Secretary of Commerce and Labor 
should have exclusive management and 
control of the fur-seals on the Pribilof 
Islands, and of all killing operations that 
may hereafter be conducted on that res- 
ervation. No person might even land 
upon the islands without his permis- 
sion. 

It was thus made discretionary with 
the Secretary of Commerce and Labor to 
enact a close season for as long a period 
as he might consider advisable, and go on 
with killing and the sale of sealskins, 
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A Square Deal 
the circumstances warranted 
that course. 

While the hearing of March 22 was 
in progress, Dr. Hornaday noticed the 
intentness of Secretary Nagel and his 
special adviser, Walter I. Lembkey, in se- 
curing a very large sum of Government 
money for the purchase of the ancient 
buildings constituting the seal-killing plant 
of the outgoing North American Com- 
mercial Company. Mr. Lembkey, through 
Secretary Nagel, asked for $100,000 with 
which to buy the old salt-houses, rickety 
native dwellings, boats and a few other 
things, purchased by the North Ameri- 
can Commercial Company twenty years 
ago from the Alaska Commercial Com- 
pany for $60,000, and to-day worth pos- 
sibly $10,000, all told! Implicitly believ- 
ing in the good faith of Secretary Nagel, 
Senator Dixon’s committee readily agreed 
to it. Now that the money is available 
the public will watch with keen interest 
to see how far the judgment of Walter 
I. Lembkey, the Government agent, will 
carry him in paying out money to the 
North American Commercial Company 
for cheaply made wooden buildings now 
forty years old! 

Finally, Dr. Hornaday arose in the 
hearing and said, in substance: “Gentle- 
men, all this is to provide for the busi- 
ness of killing seals! We now wish to 
know about the closed season that the 
Camp-Fire Club demands. You are giving 
Secretary Nagel the power to kill seals, 
and the means with which to do it; but 
we would like some assurances from him 
about the closed season that we regard as 
absolutely necessary, both to the upbuild- 
ing of the herds and to negotiations for 
treaties.” 

After some hesitation, Secretary Nagel 
answered: “I would like to have the 
right to kill seals, in order that I might 
hold it as a club over the heads of the 
pelagic sealers!” (The meaning of that 
statement is unknown to us.) 

Dr. Hornaday again said that he insist- 
ed upon a definite closed seascn of from 
five to ten years. 

Senator Dixon said: “As I under- 
stand it, the policy of the administra- 
tion is to enforce a closed season; that is 
the desired policy?” 


whenever 
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Then said Mr. Walter I. Lembkey: 
“Well, gentlemen, if seal-killing is to stop. 
we will have to have a larger appropria- 
tion, in order to support those three hun- 
dred natives whose wages will stop.” 

On being asked how much more he 
thought would be necessary he said: 

“We will need about $50,000 more.” 

That amount was agreed to! It was 
added to the $100,000, in order that seal- 
killing should stop; and Secretary Charles 
Nagel has this money to his credit to- 
day. 

That extra $50,000 now becomes of 
great importance as evidence in the case 
of the People vs. Charles Nagel, George 
M. Bowers, Walter I. Lembkey et al. 

It is to be regretted that the stenogra- 
pher did not report in full the hearing of 
March 22, 1910. That the conversation 
took place in substance as above set forth 
is absolutely vouched for by Dr. W. T. 
Hornaday, chairman of the Camp-irire 
Club Committee. 

The Dixon Bill came up for passage 
in the Senate on March 23, and the Con- 
gressional Record for that day is our 
proof of the understanding of the Senate 
that seal-killing should immediately cease, 
for a, period. When asked by Senator 
Hale why so large an appropriation as 
$150,000 was necessary, Senator Dixon 
explained that part of it was needed for 
the annual support of the native seal-kill- 
ers, who no longer would earn wages by 
seal-slaughter. His exact words were as 
follows (Congressional Record, page 
3655) : 

“But in the meantime, if we put into 
effect the closed season, these Indians will 
be living on the islands with nothing to 
live upon, with no physicians or schools; 
and in view of their support and mainte- 
nance temporarily, until the killing again 
takes place, the Secretary felt that the 
Government should make some provision 
to take care of them in the meantime” 
(Exhibits G and H). 

On March 23, Senator Dixon’s new 
bill was favorably reported to the Sen- 
ate, and passed. On March 24, in the 
House of Representatives, it was referred 
to the Ways and Means Committee, and 
on April 7. it was reported favorably to 
the House by Mr. Payne, chairman, with 
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no amendments. Mr. Payne told the 
House that it was not expected that all 
seal-killing on the islands would imme- 
diately cease; but so far as we can learn 
he was the only member of Congress who 
held that opinion. The views and inten- 
tions of the Senate were distinctly the op- 
posite, as the Congressional Record shows 
(Exhibits G and H). 

The bill was passed, and the President 
signed it on April 21. The pen which 
it then seemed had saved the fur-seal in- 
dustry from complete annihi‘ation, and 
cleared the way for the negotiation of 
treaties for the suppression of pelagic 
sealing was sent to the Camp-Fire Club. 
3y us it was regarded as ocular proof of 
the dawn of an era of sanity and honesty 
in the conservation of the unhappy and 
ill-fated fur-seal. 

For about four short weeks the friends 
of the fur-seal—and others jealous of 
the good name of this nation—rejoiced in 
the fact that at Jast American hands were 
clean of fur-seal blood, and at last our 
share of a reeking international disgrace 
was a thing of the past. We said: “If 
other nations insist on exterminating the 
fur-seal, in a wanton and brutal manner, 
they must do the b!oody business alone; 
for America will have no part in it.” But 
we believed confidently that, having done 
our part, Canada and Japan would be 
found willing to do theirs—just as Can- 
ada and Japan have said (unofficially) 
that they would. 

Judge, then, people of America, our 
surprise and incredulity when _ there 
leaked into the press of the Pacific Coast, 
through Fish Commissioner Bowers, the 
news that the Department of Commerce 
and Labor proposed to kill seals for com- 
mercial purposes, THIS YEAR, on the 
Pribilof Islands! 

In the belief that the news could not 
be true, we addressed an inquiry to Secre- 
tary Nagel, dated May 10 (Exhibit A), 
asking for a statement. In his reply 


(Exhibit B) the Secretary plainly showed 
resentment of the inquiry, and in spite of 
all the facts had the amazing hardihood 
to say that regarding a closed season for 
the seals, our “advice was not accepted.” 
For the information of the public, we can 
offer this correspondence in full. 


It tells 


its own story, and ends with our letter of 
May 27. The Secretary’s letters assert 
his intention to go on killing seals; and 
as recently as June 29, Secretary Nagel’s 
private secretary, Mr. Stevens, stated to 
the Washington Post the fact that “Mr. 
Nagel has issued an order allowing all 
but 1,000 ma'e seals on the islands to be 
killed.” The excuse for this is: “The 
male seals fight over the female seals!” 

This brings Secretary Nagel squarely 
down to date. 

Clearly, the time for the American peo- 
pe (who own the few surviving seals) 
to know of his deliberate and very san- 
guinary intention is now—before the seals 
are dead! The present hour is the time 
to judge the squareness and sanity of the 
policy proposed. We submit that it is an 
outrageous disregard of the interests of 
the public and of the clear intent of Con- 
gress. 

We feel that both the fur-seal industry 
and the good name of the American peo- 
ple are at stake. If Secretary Nagel car- 
ries out his intentions, these will be the 
results: 

1. Our Government will be disgraced 
at home, 

2. Our nation will be stultified and dis- 
graced abroad. 

3. The good work of Congress will be 
nullified and we shall be powerless t6 
treat with foreign nations. 

4. The fur-seal herds of enormous po- 
tential value, if allowed to live, will be 
completely destroyed in five years’ time, 
and an industry that shou'd yield us 
$1,000,000 a year will be annihilated. 

The future is a matter between the 
people and Congress on the one hand, 
and the “killing gang” on the other. 
Congress has acted promptly, cheerfully 
and generously, for the clearing-up of a 
bad record, and for the saving of a valu- 
able national asset to the American peo- 
ple. The record of Congress in this mat- 
ter, and of the President in sending his 
special message, are both absolutely clear! 
Will the press and the people of this 
country sanction the thwarting of the will 
of their chosen representatives? 

This country has already been suff- 
ciently disgraced by the wicked slaughter 
of valuable wild life. For fully forty 
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years we have been smarting under the 
disgrace of the tragedy of the American 
bison millions, and it will be sixty years 
more ere that record ceases to blacken the 
pages of medern history. If Secretary 
Nagel has his way, it will take more than 
a century to wipe out the disgrace that 
the extermination of the fur-seal millions 
will entail. According to program, the 
“killing gang” will slaughter this sea- 
son about 12,000 seals. Congress will not 
convene until December. A _ strong ap- 
peal should now be made to the President, 
who alone, by his executive order, can 
successfully intervene to prevent the re- 
versal of the policy so clearly outlined in 
his message. 

The Camp-Fire Club, through its com- 
mittee, protests against the proposed ac- 
tion of Secretary Nagel and Fish Com- 
missioner Bowers. It demands a square 
deal for the fur-seal, a ten-year closed sea- 
son, and a clear fie!'d and clean hands for 
the negotiation of treaties with foreign 


rations for the suppression of pelagic seal- 
ing. : 
W. T. Hornapay, 
Chairman ; 
A. S. Houcurton, 
Secretary; 
Jutius H. Seymour, 
Counsel; 
Bayarp DomINICcK, Jr., 
Treasurer; 
Ropert B. LAwRreENCE, 
GEorGE W. BuRLEIGH, 
LeonipaAs DENNIS, 
Joseph P. Howe, 
CuHartes D. CLEvELAND, 
Oscar A. CAMPBELL, 
MarRSHALL McLEan, 
E.:W. SANBORN, 
STANLEY D. McGraw, 
Committe on Game Protective Legislation 
and Preserves of the Camp-Fire Club 
of America. 
111 Broadway, N. Y. City. 
July 6, 1910. 





KEEP THE POT BOILING 


THE CRYSTAL SPRING 


BY C. G. DORN 


From out the mountain’s base there flows 
A crystal spring, where Nature chose 
To place a jewel rare; 
And thru the ages, year by year, 
God’s creatures come from far and near, 
To drink and rest them there. 


The shy red deer at early dawn, 

Brings there her trusting, timid fawn 
For lush grass near the brink; 

Wakened by winter’s thaw, the bear 

Wends his way from the mountain lair 
To see his face and drink. 


Never taking, but always giving 

To everything that is living, 
Refreshment sparkling white; 

Reflecting faces that look their thanks, 

Bending o’er your moss-grown banks, 
At every hour of day and night. 


If, in your crystal bosom fair, 
Is written and recorded there, 
All grateful faces shown, 
Then mine shall be among the rest, 
And by this token know I’m blest— 
Being glad I’m not alone. 
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REMINISCENCES OF AN OLD-TIME 
SPORTSMAN 


A TALE OF THE HEART, AND NOT THE FILLING OF CREEL 


BY, J. HOWARD DOIG 


EING a railroad man, I was tired. 

No man occupying a similar position 

in the service of a large transpor- 
tation corporation, and performing his 
duty conscientiously, is ever anything but 
weary—in mind, body and soul—from the 
hard labor, nerve-racking ‘exactions and 
multiplicity of details. Sometimes, in the 
night, I wake up and, passing my hand 
up over my emaciated anatomy, discover 
each rib endeavoring to assert itself above 
its neighbor; then I wonder how I became 
so thin; but reflecting that, for several 
decades of years, I have officiated in the 
capacity of a buffer between two exacting 
corporations on the one side, and a still 
more exacting public on the other, the 
marvel is that even the epidermis remains. 
However, being inspired by an abiding 
confidence in my record at headquarters, 
and backed by a physician’s certificate, I 
wrote to the superintendent, stating, in 
unmistakable terms, the imperative neces- 
sity of a rest through the medium of a va- 
cation; and was gratified by a kindly re- 
ply, promptly given, granting relief for a 
couple of weeks and accompanied by 
passes for the trip to the Mecca of my 
longings, in the depths of the beautiful 
Adirondack woods. 

The following day, business cares deter- 
minedly banished from mind, found me 
up in the garret overhauling the old fish- 
ing kit. The split bamboo rods were 
taken out of their cases, thoroughly tested 
and laid aside to be re-wound in places, 
and varnished. Then the fly-book, with 
its stock of red and white ibis, dark brown 
hackles (those most reliable of flies), pro- 
fessors, grizzly kings, Rube Woods, white 
millers and bumble-bees, leaders, hooks, 
sinkers and all those things that properly 
belong at the far end of the line, was ex- 
amined and the supply found to be ample 


and of good quality. Then the bait-box, 
that kind, you know, having a screw top 
and leather covering, and endowed with a 
soothing, gurgling voice, was laid care- 
fully on the floor, to be filled, later, at the 
place where that peculiar kind of bait is 
obtainable. 

Oh! the joyous anticipation of sport to 
come, in delving down in the old pack- 
basket hauling out the blankets and 
camping clothing. There is the old clasp- 
knife to be sharpened; a whiff of the tar 
fly-dope. The odor of last year’s camp- 
fire, still lingering in the blankets and 
clothing, rises up to stimulate your sport- 
ing blood. The silk lines were taken from 
the reels and tested, and as I re-wound 
them the music of the click-click-click 
awoke such sweet memories of glorious 
times that I forgot to fasten the ends of 
the lines, and continued turning the 
handle, conscious of a blur of vision and 
a gathering moisture trembling on my eye- 
jids; threatening at any moment to fall 
off and roll down my cheeks, as tender 
and thrilling reminiscences of joyous ex- 
cursions to the grand old forest tumbled 
over each other in memory’s grand pa- 
rade. Every click seemed to sing a new 
song of passed, but not forgotten, scenes 
long Here I was brought to earth by 
the voice of my wife floating up the back 
stairs. “John, you are very quiet up there. 
Didn’t you hear me call? Dinner has 
been ready for ten minutes and is getting 
cold. What are you doing?” 

“Oh! nothing, only living over the old 
days.” 

“Well, dear, when you again arrive at 
the present, please.come down.” 

An hour later found me again dreaming 
in my sanctum, enjoying to the fullest 
every link in the chain of reminiscence. 
How vivid the recollection of that first 
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trip to the Adirondack woods! Then, in 
company with the Doctor and two other 
congenial spirits, I started at two o’clock 
one frosty June morning on a thirty-five- 
mile jaunt over woody roads to Wood- 
hull Lake. Across that lake to the Bisby 
trail, then a carry of two miles to the 
First Bisby. After a rest at Lodge, a pull 
to the head of the lake, then four miles 
carry, over the mountain, guided only by 
blazed trees, to the south branch of Moose 
River. Backs ached from the heavy 
packs, but hearts were made light by the 
music of the river, as it rippled off over 
rocks and gravel beds, singing to us of 
rare sport lurking beneath its surface. 

We nearly froze that night under the 
hastily constructed “lean-to,” in spite of 
the big camp-fire out in front. After an 
early but hearty breakfast, came forth 
the rods. The sun broke out bright and 
warm, dispelling the chill. The Doctor 
and I elected to fish upstream, the oth- 
ers down. A few casts convinced us that 
the trout were on the rifts, and very hun- 
gry; they seemed to be everywhere, and 
with a voracity that greatly accelerated 
the sport. A little brood of wood ducks 
clustered in fancied security under the 
deep shade of a wooded bank, but, at our 
approach, scurried out over the river, the 
tiny, yellow hairy babies skimming grace- 
fully over the swiftest rapids. What a 
dainty morsel for a big trout, and as we 
watched them, in silent admiration, one 
little body suddenly disappeared, and we 
knew that the possible tragedy had been 
enacted. 

We waded the river, and clambered over 
rocks for a couple of miles, and our 
creels being then full of beautiful trout, 
taken on the rifts, concluded to quit for 
the day, make an early return to the camp 
and surprise the boys with the extent of 
our catch, when they returned from down 
the river. After cleaning the trout and 
resting a while, I left the Doctor sitting 
on a log, nibbling a sandwich and sam- 
pling the “bait,” and waded across the 
river to examine a peculiar formation near 
the opposite bank; there I found a deep, 
clear pool formed by a number of very 
large surrounding boulders, the water 
pouring in between on the upper side and 
out at the lower. 


Leaning cautiously over one of the 
smaller boulders, my heart nearly ceased 
its functions as I gazed in silent rapture, 
for down there, swimming about majes- 
tically, fins waving gracefully, perfect in 
form and color, was what appeared to me, 
viewed through the water, to be the big- 
gest of all trout. How exceedingly grace- 
ful and strong his every movement—how 
beautiful his spotted sides and mottled 
back! In his solitude he seemed, indeed, 
the “monarch of all he surveyed.” I had 
stumbled on to the lair of the King. But 
the spirit of conquest shot through my 
veins; the brutal sporting blood would 
have it that I carry this one as an addi- 
tional surprise to the camp. Carefully ad- 
justing a fat angleworm, I dropped in. 
Like a flash he tok it, but I struck too 
quickly and the hook came away without 
transacting business with His Kingship. 
Having hastily retired into his inner sanc- 
tum, under a rock, for reflection, I per- 
mitted him to rest while I exchanged the 
aforesaid worm for the bodies of a couple 
of handsome fellows found lurking at the 
farther side of the pool. Again the fresh 
worm—again the cast. No mistaking the 
result this time, for as he felt the hook 
pierce his upper jaw he shot like an ar- 
row out through the lower opening into 
the swift water. There was no other re 
course but to give him line and follow. 

He soon ran into an eddy where the 
current was comparatively quiet, and I de- 
cided to risk rod and line by exhausting 
him in swift water. Giving him “the butt” 
and reeling in carefully, I drew him to- 
ward me. It was a difficult place for 
landing a big trout without a landing net, 
but lying flat across a rock I gradually 
worked the rod behind me until the tip 
was reached, then, dropping it, drew the 
line in hand over hand, sailor fashion. 
Reaching down into the water with one 
hand, cautiously encircling the body just 
below the gills, with fingers and thumb, 
without touching, a sudden firm grasp, and 
he was mine beyond the possibility of es- 
cape. With a yell that would have fright- 
ened a Comanche Indian, I held my prize 
up that.the Doctor might admire. 

I decline to discuss the question of 
length and weight, as we had neither 
measure nor scales. However, he was a 





452 Field and Stream 


“Jim Dandy,” the largest trout I ever 
captured, and that experience the most 
thrilling of all my swift-water fishing. 

We'l! We returned to camp elated 
with our success, but the boys were there 
ahead of us, and the expected surprise 
was on us. Their catch exceded ours, 
both as to numbers and size; James had 
one beauty, hanging on a stump, that must 
have weighed over three pounds when 
taken from the water. The Major nearly 
killed himself laughing in relating the 
summary manner of James’ dealing with 
that big trout. Now, Jim was no fancy 
fisherman. He had lugged a long, stout 
canepole the whole of that weary thirty- 
five miles from home; no fancy eight- 
ounce split bamboo rod for James; so 
when he hooked that trout and realized 
that it was a good big one, it was one 
grand exercise of muscle on the part of 
James. S-s-s-swish! and he landed him, 
without further ceremony, about twenty 
feet back in the woods! 

The Major tells me that, for years after 
that occurrence, he dispelled depression of 
spirits by recalling the spectacle presented 
by James scrambling up the bank after 
that trout, and then sitting on it bodily; 
unmindful in his ignorance of the hour of 
exhilarating sport of his unscientific man- 
ner of handling the situation. But James 
didn’t care, the victory and food were his. 

Brightly picture after picture flashed 
through my mind in quick succession. Of 
subsequent yearly trips, so full of happi- 
ness and good sport, to that dear old 
river; the commodious open camp built of 
hemlock bark on a strong frame of poles— 
of the big stone fireplace out in front— 
of the rude table and seats, around which 
we gathered to feast on the delicious cof- 
fee, with griddle cakes and maple syrup, 
and trout, fresh from the river and hot 
from the spider. With appetites always 
on the razor edge, from the life in the 
open, balsam-laden air—the fragrant bed 
of hemlock twigs, laid smoothly a foot 
thick on the floor of the camp, over which 
was spread a blanket; pillow-cases filled 
with the same fragrant twigs. What 
sweet rest, after the day of wading the 
river and scrambling over rocks! Then 
the supper, and pipes and stories, and af- 
ter, dreamless sleep, broken occasionally 


by the deer tramping in the bushes near 
by, whistling sharply when startled by the 
strangeness of our smouldering camp-fire. 

Gee! but the fun we had that day when 
three of us waddle down that broad stretch 
where the river flows with even current 
over a smooth bed of gravel. With the 
water just above our knees, plenty of 
room for casting our flies side by side, 
without interfering with each other. The 
high wooded banks; the cloudless sky; 
the cool, rippling breezes, and trout rising 
freely. A mile of this, then we reached 
an isiand where we landed to partake of 
luncheon. E: 

Memory’s moving picture machine clicks, 
and the screen presents that other fine 
day, on which the Doctor and I drove 
over to Bear Creek for trout. After sta- 
bling our horses, we stepped down into 
the creek, just below the bridge, and wad- 
ed down around a turn into the woods, 
out of sight of every evidence of civiliza- 
tion. Then on through beaver meadows 
and between alder-bush-lined banks, 
scarcely leaving the water till the middle 
of the afternoon. Almost every cast meant 
2 trout for our baskets. Returning through 
the silent woods, a pair of mating par- 
tridges started up directly under our feet, 
flying away and alighting not far ahead, 
in fancied security, only to rise again at 
our approach and scatter with a loud 
whirr. Then on we go across a clearing 
with the azalea bushes in bloom and the 
bordering hemlocks resplendent with 
bright yellow-tipped twig points. 

At last home—hungry and weary, but 
happy and satisfied with our success. Ha! 
ha! ha! Peals of laughter, that threat- 
ened the buttons on my vest, and might 
have loosened the shingles on the roof, 
again brought my good wife to the stairs. 

“John, for pity’s sake, what is the mat- 
ter? Are you having a fit? What are 
you laughing at?” 

“Ha! ha! ha! Come on up and I will 
tell you about it.” 

“Well, Hannah! You remember my 
friend William, who was somewhat older 
than I, but whose blood was three-fourths 
sport when it came to trout fishing? One 
afternoon William and I drove over to 
Smith’s pond for trout. Both had been 
there many times and knew the pond well. 
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The fish were jumping that afternoon, but 
more for sport than business, so our suc- 
cess was very moderate. Out of courtesy 
for William’s age I did the rowing. About 
five o’clock we concluded to quit and go 
home. At the landing-place the shore 
formation consisted of a narrow beach, 
backed by a steep bank, nearly perpen- 
dicular for about eight feet, and through 
which a pathway led up the slope to the 


road. As we approached the shore I 
ceased rowing, and was watching the 


trout jumping over on the opposite side 
of the pond. William was seated at the 
stern of the boat and busy with his tackle. 
His pole, a stout bamboo without joints, 
lay lengthwise of the boat, the butt-end 
resting on his knees and against his body, 
while the tip-end protruded several feet 
over the bow. 

“While the boat was still under consid- 
erable headway, the tip caught squarely 
against a stump, and, instead of breaking, 
the pole was pressed back against Wil- 
liam’s stomach, and as there was no back 
to the seat he was confronted by the alter- 
native of sliding backwards or of being 
impaled on the pole. He wasn’t in a po- 
sition to help himself, nor could I stop the 
boat in time to avert the impending catas- 
trophe. So, poor William, without an ex- 
clamation, but with a look of intense dis- 
gust and helplessness, was forced over the 
end of the boat and disappeared beneath 
the surface of the cool but hospitable wa- 
ters. Had the certainty of his being 
drowned presented itself I could-not have 
rushed to his rescue, for I nearly ruptured 
my diaphragm laughing, and my merri- 
ment only increased when his head ap- 
peared above the surface, sputtering and 
blinking, as he waded out, clinging to the 
boat. As soon as he could recover voice 
he opened up his vial of wrath. ‘Laugh, 
you damned idiot.’ My! but the atmos- 
phere was decidedly blue around there for 
a while. And William a pillar of the 
church. But directly the ludicrous fea- 
ture of the accident struck him and, smil- 
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ing rather foolishly, he joined in the 
laughter. So I rubbed him down (on the 
inside) with something good and warm, 
and promptly had him restored to his 
usually happy and companionable condi- 
tion.” 

The slanting rays of the afternoon sun 
struck the garret window with an inten- 
sity that drove the mercury into the up- 
per story of the thermometer and spread 
over my senses a drowsiness suggestive of 
siesta. The stillness was broken only by 
the humming of a big blue-bottle fly and 
the far-away murmur of voices on the 
streets, and I dropped over on to the pile 
of blankets and clothing, watching for a 
while a spider on the rafters overhead, 
weaving his web with all the systematic, 
deliberate craftiness of a Wall Street 
broker. Then Morpheus played the “baby 
act” with sand in my eyes, and I dreamed 
the care-free dreams of deeply shaded, 
cool woods, and of big fish I hooked and 
lost. 

I dreamed that I stood on the distant 
shores of the Mediterranean, a witness to 
the biblical episode of Jonah and the 
whale. As that runaway missionary to 
Ninevah stood, with bowed head, gazing 
sadly out over the sea, watching the whale 
disporting in renewed freedom, now leap- 
ing at full length above the surface, now 
diving deeply, each time receding farther 
and farther from shore, until at last, with 
one mighty leap and dive, it disappeared 
in the distance and was seen no more. 
A group of natives stood near, intently 
watching the unusual occurrence. Finally 
one old patriarch with gray hair and long, 
flowing beard, clothed principally in the 
surrounding atmosphere, approached ‘to 
Jonah’s side, and laying his hand on his 
shoulder, said to him in the most gentle 
and sympathetic tones: “My dear sir, I 


am extremely sorry for you, I sympathize 
with you from the very bottom of my 
heart—I fully understand how you feel, 
for I, too, have had big ones like that get 
away.” 
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| EDITOR'S NOTE—IMPORTANT—This department is conducted wholly for the information of 
| our readers It is intended to be comprehensive in its reference to localities most attractive for outings 
| and all sports, at all seasons, but space limitations compel the use of such information as may be most 
timely. Those who desire to learn of the opportunities offered by any special locality for hunting, fish- } 
ing, canoeing, or camping, available routes of travel, resort hotels, etc., are invited to write the maga- 
Most of the hotels, camps and guides mentioned in 
| this department each month have assured us that anyone visiting them through the-information given in 

this section will have every service possible, so that in corresponding it will be advisable to mention the 
| y Where to Go’ department of FIELD AND STREAM. We will also appreciate your reporting any dis- 


| zine, addressing the “ Where to Go" department. 





S the season approaches when the 

sportsman’s thoughts turn to the pur- 

suit of fur game, it is well to have 
ample time in which to prepare one’s plans 
and outfit. As years pass, and sportsmen re- 
turn each season with their trophies, it is 
astonishing that the supply of big game is 
not depleted. But each year, many thousands 
of enthusiastic sportsmen, imbued with the 
ardor of the chase, seek their old or new 
hunting grounds, and return in triumph with 
splendid proofs of their prowess. In the 
August issue we decided to cover the field 
of feathered game, and in this number we 
are giving some of the best places in the 
United States, Canada and Mexico for the 
fur game. By so doing, we are anticipating 
somewhat our special October Big Game 
Number, but we believe that our readers will 
appreciate the fact that we are giving them 
plenty of time to prepare for their Fall hunt- 
ing trips by publishing now the information 
which follows; and more detailed informa- 
tion of any particular locality can be fur- 
nished upon request. 


satisfaction, as we make it a point to see that our readers are well taken care of. 











The Eastern States 

In New York State the deer season has 
been shortened this year, inasmuch as the 
fifteen days in November for bucks are cut 
off. NowW the season for deer hunting is 
from September 16 to October 31, as it has 
been in the past with the exception of last 
year. ‘ihe Catskill country, in some of its 
wilder sections, is fair territory for short 
hunting trips from New York City. A sec- 
tion in point would be along the Mongaup 
River with Port Jervis as railroad point, and 
those wishing further information in regard 
to the Catskills as hunting grounds for deer 
can be placed in touch with the proper par- 
ties on request to this Department. 

The gateway of the Fulton Chain of 
lakes at Old Forge, N. Y., and the head- 
quarters of the Brown’s Tracts Guides’ As- 
sociation, is a splendid point for planning 
Fall hunting trips for deer into the sur- 
rounding country. Old Forge itself offers a 
good place for supplies, and the waterways 
of the Fulton Chain form a strategic point 
for side trips into the heavy timber and trib- 
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utary waterways. In the Cranberry Lake 
region of the Adirondacks, near Wanakena, 
the Bear Mountain Camps, conducted by 
J. M. Balderson, has for several 
past satisfied the sportsman’s search for deer 


seasons 


and good accommodations, with reliable 
guides. In the Saranac Lake section, with 


headquarters at Saranac Lake Village, the 
sportsmen find good natural deer grounds, a 
good base of supplies, and plenty of guides 
familiar with all the local conditions. With 
Saranac Lake as headquarters, we can rec- 
ommend the Stony Creek country, Stony 
Creek Mountain and the hills along the 
Raquette River. Also along the line of the 
New York Central, Adirondack Division, in 
the country lying back of Floodwood Sta- 
tion, there is a mass of small, isolated ponds 
and lakes that are natural feeding grounds 
for deer, and which each season produces a 
fair percentage of kills. In the section ly- 
ing between Fourth Lake and Raquette Lake, 
along the line of the New York Central, 
Adirondack Division, is also a good deer 
country, but care must be exercised not to 
poach on private preserves, such as Whit- 
ney’s, or the preserve lying near Uncas Road 
Station. There are, however, a mass of 
small ponds and waterways, with mountain 


country, included in the Adirondack Park 
that can be hunted over. In the northern 
boundary of the Park on the New York 


Central, Adirondack Division, running north 
irom Lake Clear Junction to Malone, in the 
vicinity of Lake Kushaqua, Round Pond and 
Loon Lake or around Katy Mountain there 
is also fair hunting. The southwestern cor- 
ner of the Adirondack Park, from all ac- 
counts, does not appear to be a section much 
hunted over for deer, and we believe that 
this suggestion, if followed out by sportsmen, 
might result in fair success. 

Maine, as usual for many years past, con- 
tinues to offer the sportsman in search of 
big game a country of vast probabilities. 
We are obliged, however, to select a few of 
the best places and cover points in other sec- 
tions upon written request. The Ripogenus 
Lake Camp, conducted by Reg. Thomas, 
lave good cabins, food and competent guides. 
These camps are reached by New York, New 
Haven & Hartford Railroad, and Somerset 
Railroad to Kineo, then steamer from there 
up Moosehead Lake to Northeast Carry. 
3oston sportsmen would take the Boston & 
Maine to Portland, the Maine Central to 
Bangor and Bangor & Aroostook to Green- 


ville. This is not only an excellent deer 
country, but is a fair moose section and 
some bear are also found. At Skinner, 


Maine, reached by Boston & Maine, Maine 
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Central to Lennoxville, Que., and then Can- 
adian Pacific to Skinner, is another good 
territory. The Twin Island Camps, E. A. 
Boothman, proprietor, has accommodations 
that we can recommend and a supply of 
guides, boats, etc. In the vicinity of Jack- 
man, Maine, there are a number of camps 
Among the best we can mention the Attean 
Camps, run by the Holden Bros., that take 
good care of their guests and have suitable 


accommodations for ladies. These camps 
are reached by the Bar Harbor Express. 
N. Y., N. H. & H., changing at Somerset 
Junction to the Canadian Pacific Railroad, 


and thence to Jackynan. Jackman is the next 
station to Skinner. Another good camp is the 
Penobscot, Elliott & Sands, proprietors, sit- 
uated about thirty miles from Jackman over 
good wagon roads and trails. This camp 
is on Penobscot Lake, and there are many 
brooks, and over thirty lakes nearby, offer- 
ing an excellent country for deer and moose. 
The Penobscot Camps are reached by con- 
nection with the Bangor & Aroostook, or 
the Boston & Maine. Oxbow, Maine, is sit- 
vated at the headquarters of the Aroostook 
River, and reached by connection with the 
Bangor & Aroostook. Reports from the At- 
kins Camps, conducted by Libby Bros., are 
such as to enable us to recommend these 
camps for good hunting and accommodations 
at moderate prices. This is a chain of camps 
that covers large territory. There is excel- 
lent sport to be had at Grand Lake Streams, 
Washington County, Maine, reached via 
Boston & Maine, Maine Central and Wash- 
ington County Railway. Stop at Ouananiche 
Lodge, W. G. Rose, proprietor, where accom- 
modations are good and each season many 
of the guests are ladies. The rates are rea- 
sonable and good guides can be supplied. 
Debsconeag, Piscataquis County, Maine, 
reached by the Bangor & Aroostook to Nor- 
cross, and then by steamer and canoe to the 
first Debsconeag Lake, has also good hunt- 
ing grounds and camps. The Debsconeag 
Outing Camps, of which Mr. Herbert M. 
Howes is the proprietor, has for many sea- 
sons past been a favorite point for sports- 
men. Good accommodations at reasonable 
figures, good guides, canoe or guide boat, 
may be obtained at the head camp 


The Middle and Northwestern States 


Although it is generally considered that 
the Upper Peninsula of Michigan is practi- 
cally the only big game hunting ground in 
the State, there is a point on the Pere Mar- 
quette in the Lower Peninsula, at Biteley, in 
Newago County, that is a good deer country. 
There is a hotel here conducted by Mr. 














Returning from a Montana Sheep Hunt 


Champaugh, that has good accommodations 
at very low rates, and a guide can be ob- 
tained at a corresponding rate. Manistee 
County, in the Lower Peninsula, having 
many waterways and well-wooded regions, 
affords a natural section for deer. Manistee 
is a good headquarters for supplies and 
starting trips into the wilds. The Pere Mar- 
quette Railroad offers other attractions by 
placing sportsmen in the Kalkaska County 
region, where there are immense swamps 
and large areas of wild land that have never 
been brought under cultivation, and which 
county has more wild land than any other 
county in that part of the state. If a wilder- 
ness camp is desired in a sporting territory 
containing bear, deer, wildcat and possibly a 
few wolves, this is the country to seek. 
The Upper Peninsula has a large number of 
good points for big game hunters which can 
be reached along the Soo Line. Any of 
the stations given here are entering points 
into a territory rich with deer and_ bear. 
In Delta County, good starting points are 
Newhall, North Escanaba, St. Jacques Spur, 
Gladstone, Rapid River and Mahma Junc- 
tion. Mackinac County has for its best 
points Engadine and Garnet. Manistique and 
Cooksville are good points in Schoolcraft 
County. Menominee County is partially 
wooded and farming country, and Faithorn 
Junction and Hermansville serve as starting 
foints for hunting trips. Gogebic County is 


entirely a wooded country and well supplied 
with deer. Bessemer and Ironwood are good 
headquarters. At Sault Ste. Marie, in Chip- 
pewa County, one is within a day of the big 
game country, and the home of the caribou 
and moose. Within a radius of fifty miles 
around Sault Ste. Marie there are many 
lakes and streams forming good feeding 
grounds for deer. 

A canoe trip down the St. Croix River, 
starting from Gordan, Douglas County, Wis- 
consin, to Prescott, Price County, is an ideal 
one for fall fur game hunting and camping. 
No guide is necessary, and this is a splendid 
five days’ trip for two men. It may be nec- 
essary at one or two points to carry or ship 
the canoe around log jams. There are sev- 
eral other points in Price County from which 
the sportsman may project his hunting expe- 
ditions into a well-wooded country. Such 
places as Ogema, Phillips, Fifield and Brant- 
wood; all along the Soo Line. Other points 
on the same road through Chippewa County, 
a rolling section, are Cadott and Boyd. Tay- 
lor County is a combination of level, rolling 
and timber country, and deer can be found 
by reaching out around Rib Lake, Chelsea, 
Medford and Westboro. In Wood County, a 
section partly wooded, the points of en- 
trance for deer hunting are Auburndale and 
Arpin. Forest County, almost entirely 
wooded, has good sections lying around North 
Crandon and Cavour. Hilly, wooded coun- 
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try in which deer are quite plentiful is found 
around Marengo, High Bridge and Ashland, 
all in Ashland County. Pembine is in Mari- 
nette County, and has good accommodations 
for sportsmen wishing to hunt deer in the 
surrounding territory. 

The State of Minnesota, owing to its 
formation of wooded lands, numerous small 
valleys, containing tributaries to its lakes 
and ponds, offers a natural hunting ground 
for deer and moose. At Bena, on the Great 
Northern Railway, deer and moose are re- 
ported in fair numbers and good Indian 
guides can be secured at this point. At Bre- 
vator, both deer and moose can be secured 
within five to ten miles of the station. There 
are several old “timber cruisers” at this 
point who will act as guides. Bruno, also on 
the Great Northern Railway, is reported 
good for deer hunting. The hunting grounds 
near Cass Lake Station, on the Great North- 
ern, may be reached by boat about six miles 
from the station. Along Deer River moose 
and deer hunting is good, as a ru'e, but one 
has to go back in the country a matter of 
about twenty miles. Camps are located at 
different points in this hunting district, and 
guides can be obtained at all times. At Fox- 
boro the deer hunting is considered good. 
Good hotel accommodations in town, and 
deer have been killed within a_ half-mile 
of the station. The hunting grounds around 
Hinckley are located from five to ten miles 
from the railroad. Guides can be secured at 
low rates. At Lengby there are no moose 
but plenty of deer within a radius of five 
miles, and several Indian guides have their 
headquarters at this point. The same is true 
of Nickerson, except that the guides are 
white. 

Good moose hunting can be had twenty- 
five or thirty miles northeast of Red 
Lake Falls Station, on the Great Northern, 
and guides, team and camping outfits can be 
secured at reasonable terms. At Swan River 
Station, deer hunting is good within a mile 
or two of the depot. Moose hunting lies 
farther back within a radius of about ten 
miles. There are very few guides here, but 
as a rule the services of some settler who is 
familiar with the country may be obtained. 
The Soo Line offers many good points for 
deer hunting of which the following are a 
few: Onamia, in Mille Lacs County, is a 
partly wooded country with fair deer shoot- 
ing. Denham, Pine County, is a_ thickly 
wooded section, where bear and deer are 
found. At Detroit, Becker County, there are 
several lakes and streams that water a well- 
wooded country and serve as good deer- 
hunting territory. 
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The Southern States 

In this issue is a hunting story of Virginia, 
describing what the sportsman may expect, 
in certain localities, of feathered and fur 
game conditions. There are other sections 
equally prolific, among which can be men- 
tioned the private preserve of Dr. H. L. 
Atkins at Boydton, Va. Here is a stretch of 
25,000 acres of hunting land open to visit- 
ing sportsmen, and offers deer and wild tur- 
key. The Bagley Farm of 10,000 acres, 
reached by the Virginia Railroad at Ken- 
bridge Station, post-office Bagley’s Mills, also 
has deer and wild turkey. 

One of the best hunting resorts in west- 
ern North Carolina is the country around 
the little village of Linville Falls, in Burke 
County, where the Linville and Blue Ridge 
Mountain come together. Most all the dif- 
ferent kinds of game to be found in the State 
can be obtained here. Among the fur game 
are bear, coon, wildcat and ‘possum. Fur- 
ther information can be obtained from F. W. 
Bicknell, Linville Falls, N. C. In Sapphire 
County, North Carolina, reached by the 
Southern Railroad, there are fair quantities 
of bear, deer and wild turkey. In South 
Carolina, at McClellanville, Mr. J. B. Morri- 
son has a plantation of 2,100 acres, situated 
on Brill’s Bay, about thirty miles from 
Charleston. Mr. Morrison will give his 
guests a deer or fox hunt once a week, and 
they will have the privilege of roaming the 
plantation at will with their guns. Comfort- 
able rooms, with open fireplaces and South- 
ern hospitality, add to the attractions of this 
place. Visitors should go to Charleston, 
cross the river by steamer to Pt. Pleasant 
and take auto which leaves there every 
morning for McClellanville. South Island 
is about twelve miles south of Georgetown, 
and is another of the best hunting sections in 
South Carolina. Mr. Frank Johnstone, 
whom you can reach by addressing at 
Georgetown, S. C., owns a piece of land 
where he can show you deer, quail and tur- 
keys. Mr. Johnstone will take parties on 
deer drives with his hounds at a reasonable 
price. 

The section along the East Coast of Flor- 
ida is practically a great game preserve. By 
going to Fort Pierce, in St. Lucie County, 
which is reached by the Florida East Coast 
Railway, and then traveling by wagon in 
the direction of Tantie, the sportsman will 
find himself in a country which for variety 
of sport can hardly be equalled. Besides 
deer, various kinds of smal] game such as 
raccoons, rabbits and squirrels, and also al- 
most every variety of upland feathered game, 
may be had, and by working toward the sea- 
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shore one will strike wild fowl in great num- 
bers. Fort Pierce is about 250 miles south of 
Jacksonville. Last season J. M. Balderson, 
who runs the Bear Mountain Camp, near 
Wanakena, N. Y., opened a place at Avon 
Park, De Soto County, Fla., which is situ- 
ated on the highland about midway between 
the two coasts in the southern part of the 
peninsula. The hunting here is excellent; 
deer being very plentiful, and pigeon, quail 
and wild turkey also affording good sport. 
The Atlantic Coast Line to Fort Meade and 
then twenty miles by stage is the trail to this 
place. At Woodland Plantation, Lloyd, 
Fla., deer, bear, wildcat and turkey are 
found. Good accommodations and _ open 
fires are part of the attractions. Mr. D. L. 
Belton, Sumterville, Fla., can take care of 
small hunting parties and offers fair deer 
and wild turkey shooting. Deer and wild 
turkey hunting can also be had at Naples- 
on-the-Gulf, Lee County, Fla. For further 
information address Manager of Hotel 
Naples, Naples, Fla 


The Western States 


At Cebola, Gunnison County, Col., reached 
by the Denver & Rio Grande Railroad, is a 
good sportsman’s hotel, run by J. C. Car- 
penter. Rates are very reasonable and the 
accommodations are suitable for ladies. This 
section is very good for bear, deer, mountain 
lion and smaller fur game. Mr. Carpenter 
and his sons are not only competent guides, 
but can supply hunting equipment and horses 
if necessary. Three hundred and sixteen 
miles from Denver at an elevation of 8,878 
feet is Crested Butte, on the Denver and 
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Here is found a lo- 
cality unusually enticing for both sportsmen 


Rio Grande Railroad. 


and tourists. Such big game as mountain 
lion, deer and bear are plentiful. With Sapi- 
nero as the starting point, also on the Den- 
ver & Rio Grande Railroad, and following 
Elk Creek, Sipinero Creek, Pine Creek and 
the Gunnison River, the sportsman can cover 
a country where deer abound. 

Montana, containing as it does sections of 
the Rockies, offers untold advantages for the 
sportsman and tourist. Among the many 
points of interest in this State the following 
can be mentioned: On the Gallatin River, 
seven miles from the northwest corner of 
Yellowstone Park, is a mountain resort con- 
ducted by S. N. Wilson, at Eldridge, where 
camp and ranch life can be enjoyed with 
good hunting. At Thomas Michener’s Camp, 
at Salesville, at an elevation of 6,000 feet, 
good hunting is also found and plenty of 
horses for sportsmen. Michener’s Camp is 
reached by railroad to Bozeman and a drive 
of forty-five miles. The section of the Rocky 
Mountains lying north of the Great North- 
ern Railway in what is called the Lake Mac- 
Donald region, in northwestern Montana, is 
probably one of the best big-game hunting 
sections in the United States. Here one can 
get bear, mountain sheep, mountain lion, 
deer, and other big game, and enjoy the 
wildest and most beautiful mountain scenery 
in America. The best po‘nt of entrance to 
this region is at Belton or Browning. Sup- 
plies and outfits can be obtained at Brown- 
ing with good hotel accommodations at low 
rates. Big-game hunting territory is reached 
by the St. Mary’s trail along St. Mary’s 
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Lake. This region is well removed from the 
railroad, and the chances are naturally bet- 
ter for securing game than in the sections 
that are more frequented by hunters. From 
Hamilton, Mont., on the Bitter Root Branch 
of the Northern Pacific, south of Missoula, 
one can get into the Bitter Root Mountains 
and find good big game hunting. 

There is excellent elk country, where other 
game can also be found, such as mountain 
sheep, deer, antelope, bear, lion and lynx, at 
Sondurant, Wyoming. This region is within 
ninety miles of Yellowstone Park and full 
information can be supplied by B. F. Bon- 
durant at this place. At Cody, Park County, 
Wyo., reached by the C. B. & Q. R. R. from 
Chicago, is the Frost & Richards Camp, 
where good accommodations, guides and 
horses can be obtained for big-game hunting 
expeditions. Here can be found elk, moun- 
tain sheep, deer, bear, lion and wolf. To 
those who like to hunt big game in the heart 
of the Rockies after September 15th, the re- 
gion around Gardiner is especialiy attractive. 
Mr. Will B. Shore, at this point, will take 
big-game hunting parties and furnish com- 
plete outfit and guides. Address him Box 
No. 22, Gardiner, Mont. 

Soledad is in Monterey County, California, 
on the Southern Pacific Railroad, and along 
the Arroya Seco River, a distance of about 
twenty-five miles to Abbott’s Ranch, there 
is good deer hunting. If one requires a 
guide he can employ one of the Abbott fam- 
ily. W. J. Prosser, care U. T. Company, 
Ferry Building, San Francisco, has a deer 
hunters’ lodge in northern California where 
there is good hunting for the deer, panther 
and bear. A four days’ trip from the rail- 
road going in from. Redding, Shasta County, 
Cal., brings one to South Fork Mountain, 
where there is excellent black bear and deer 
hunting. From Redding, take stage to 
Weaverville, a distance of fifty miles, the 
first day; then stage to Hay Park next day, 
then to the ranch of Walker Goe, near 
Hyampom, and from there to South Fork 
Mountain, a distance of fifteen miles. 


Canada 


In the Province of Ontario the Agawa 
River, on the north shore of Lake Superior 
end twenty miles from Batchawana Landing, 
is surrounded by an impenetrable forest, with 
the exception of the Fir and other trails 
which run from the shore back into the 
wilds. Along the course of this river, as 
well as the others along the coast, such as 
Eagle, Dog, Great Lakes, Magpie and 
Michibicoten, all north of the Agawa, are 
elegant big-game territories. It is necessary 
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for the hunter to carry a complete stock of 
provisions, as there is no place to purchase 
them north of the Soo. At Martin Fenton's 
Camp, Pickerel, Ont., good accommodations 
can be secured in a hunting country rich 
with moose, deer, black bear and wolves 
This point is reached by the Canadian Pa 
cific from Buffalo. 

In the Province of Quebec, at Ste. Jean 
de Dieu, Temiscouta County, which is 
reached by the D. & H. to Montreal, con- 
necting with the Intercolonial Railroad to 
Frois Pistoles, and stage to the Scott Fish 
and Game Club, Ste. Jean de Dieu, one 
reaches a good game country. The club 
camps here are conducted by James Graham. 
The hunting preserve contains about thirty- 
five square miles with over twenty lakes. 
Over ninety moose have been counted on the 
preserve in one season, and there are also 
caribou and red deer. Moose and red deer 
can also be found at Waltham in the Prov- 
ince of Quebec, on the line of the Canadian 
Pacific Railroad. Kipawa, on the same rail- 
road, is another good point. 

The Sportsman’s Agency of Canada, 18 
McGill College Avenue, Montreal, is con- 
ducted by C. F. Lane. This bureau has for 
several years past been supplying to sports- 
men first-class, reliable information for 
hunting and fishing trips. Mr. Lane is inde- 
pendent of railroad influence, and the data 
with which he supplies sportsmen is from 
the actual reports of parties who have “been 
there,” and is in every way to be relied upon, 
The Laurentide House, on Lake Edward, 
Que., on the line of the Quebec & Lake St. 
John Railway, has many attractions for 
sportsmen from the standpoint of both ac- 
commodations and good hunting territory in 
the vicinity. Moose and caribou are in good 
numbers, and October is considered the best 
month to hunt them. 

There are many good big-game sections 
in Newfoundland, of which the following 
are a few of the best. The Reid Newfound- 
land Railway will drop you at the Bunga- 
low, Grand Lake, about forty miles from the 
nearest town, which is Bay of Islands. The 
Bungalow management, J. R. Whitaker pro- 
prietor, can furnish sportsmen with camp 
outfit and guide if desired, including tents. 
boats, provisions, etc. This is an excellent 
caribou country and the chances of procur- 
ing a head are very good, all other things 
being equal. The “barren” lands of New- 
foundland, covered with a soft, spongy moss, 
forms an ideal feeding ground for caribou. 
In the Terra Novia country, quite large 
herds are a common sight, and the vicinity 
of Howley and Hinds’ Plains are both favor- 





+ EC AEE SSO 


nn ce ee ne ee ere 








400 Field and Stream 


able spots. Occasionally a black bear is 
killed, and lynx are quite plentiful. Full 
particulars of this section can be obtained 
from A. E. Stroud, Sportsman’s Guide, 
Great Falls, Newfoundland. Caribou heads 
of many points can be obtained also in the 
vicinity of Stephenville Crossing, Newfound- 
land. This point can be reached from New 
York City by the N. Y., N. H. & H. to Bos- 
ton, connecting with the B. & M. at St. 
Johns, then the Intercolonial Railroad to 
North Sydney, from there by steamer Prince 
to Port au Basque, and finally the Reid 
Newfoundland Railway to  Stephensville 
Crossing. Full particulars can be obtained 
from Charles C. Martyn, proprietor of the 
say St. George Hotel. Mr. Edward Breck, 
Annapolis Royal, N. S., Canada, is a good 
man to obtain information from in regard 
to the big-game hunting in Nova Scotia. 
Probably the best method of securing re- 
liable information as to the hunting condi- 
tions in the Province of New Brunswick is 
through the Provincial Guides’ Association, 
with headquarters at St. John, N. B. For 
several seasons past, Mr. Douglas Wetmore 
Clinch, secretary of this association, has 
been supplying our readers, through us, with 
reliable information that invariably resulted 
in a successful hunt. It would be well to get 
in touch with Mr. Clinch before planning 
any fall trips in this territory. The Gulquac 
Hunting and Fishing Camps, conducted by 
Ogilvy Bros., at Oxbow, N. B., lie in the 
heart of one of the best moose sections, and 
a region where caribou and deer are to be 
found as well. This is also a section of 
many opportunities for photographing wild 
game. Mr. John Moore, of Adam Moore 
& Son, proprietors of the Three Island Camp 
at Scott’s Mills, York County, N. B., is the 
man to ‘write to for information regarding 
this big-game hunting ground. Moose, deer 
and bear are very plentiful, and every con- 
venience for sportsmen can be obtained at 
the camp. There is another section of New 
Brunswick where hunting is good, and ac- 
commodations at fair terms can be found, 
which are also suitable for ladies. We re- 
fer to the camps of Imhoff Bros., at Bathurst, 
N. B., a point on the Intercolonial Railroad 
where there are moose in abundance as well 
as caribou and black bear. One of our read- 
ers got a bull moose weighing 1,150 pounds, 
with an antler spread of fifty inches, and 
twenty-two points, at this place. Cremins’ 
Camp, on Bathurst Lake, N. B., is also fav- 
orably spoken of. This point is reached by 
the Canadian Pacific to Perth Junction, then 
branch of same road to Plaster Rock, and 


stage to Miller’s of Nictau, and finally by 
canoe up the Little Tobique and Nictau 
Lake, and afoot across the carry. Mr. 
Charles Cremins is president of the New 
Brunswick Guides’ Association. 

In a letter from one of our readers, we 
are advised of favorable conditions for 
mountain sheep and bear hunting in British 
Columbia. The best starting point is at 
Lillooet, where complete outfits, including 
pack horses and riding horses, can be ob- 
tained. This is probably the best sheep 
country in British Columbia, being in the 
‘famous region of the Fraser River and Big 
Creek. Another good route into a splendid 
game section is by the Bakerville Wagon 


Road from Doherty’s up to Hundred Mile 
* 


House, where saddle and pack horses are 
employed over a country that is rough and 
difficult, but where big game, such as sheep 
and bear, are always obtainable. In a letter 
from the Provincial Game Warden of British 
Columbia he says: “The moose, caribou, 
goat and bear, both black and grizzly, are es- 
pecially numerous this year.” The best part 
of the country is on the Fraser River, be- 
tween Tete Juan Cache and the Grand 
Cafion, about the vicinity where the Clear- 
water River runs into the Fraser. Moose 
are extremely plentiful, and caribou are 
easily: found higher on the mountain. The 
best way to reach this district is by the main 
line of the Canadian Pacific, from Ashcroft, 
thence by stage to Fort George, where it 
will be necessary to procure guides and ca- 
noes before going farther up the river. The 
Hudson’s Bay Company Post at Fort George 
will supply guides and outfits. 

There is excellent hunting for sheep, goat 
and bear in Alberta, in the vicinity of Banff, 
Laggan and Field. Address the Outfitting 
Department, Brewster Transfer Company, 
Ranff, Alberta. Mr. Fred. B. Hussey, Mgr. 
Here one can outfit for shooting and moun- 
tain climbing in the most complete way pos- 
sible, everything being furnished except bed- 
ding and personal outfit. This place has been 
reported by our readers as being first class 
in every respect. Another good point in the 
Province of Alberta for sheep and goat 
hunting is about thirty miles south of Pick- 
erel Station, on the main line of the C. P. 
R. Here there is a rancher, F. H. Riggall 
(P. O. Address, Twin Butte, Alberta), who 
will supply anything except rifles, ammuni- 
tion and blankets at moderate charges. This 
country also has brown and black bear, 
grizzlies, moose and mule deer. The open 
season for moose, deer and caribou is from 
November Ist to December 15th. 
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SPORTSMAN’S WORLD 


Aftermath of the ”Worid’s Greatest Fish- 
ing Contest” 


The widespread interest aroused by the 
Jamison-Decker Contest, described in our 
August number, brings us letters in every 
mail from all over the country. We would 
like to publish all in this issue, but our lim- 
ited space compels us to withho!d some for 
later numbers. Fishing contests have be- 
come popular as a result of the impetus we 
have given the sport, and you will find among 
the following letters challenges, and an- 
ncuncements of other contests. In fact, in 
our daily press exchanges we find the Field 
Day programme of Sportsmen’s Clubs in- 
cluding bass-fishing contests among the 
events. 


Coaxer and Dowagiac Contest 


I have been using all manner of baits 
and I would like to reply to the letter of 
Harry W. Lewis, who says that the Coaxer 
bait is not effective at Lake Congamond. 
Last summer I was at Congamond and used 
the Manhattan Top Water bait for six 
days straight, and never got one strike nor 
did I even raise a bass. My uncle and 
father-in-law used the Coaxer with great 
success, and for night fishing it cannot be 
beaten. Mr. A. M. Schappa, my uncle, has 
been using the Coaxer this season at Conga- 
mond with good success. I do not make this 
statement because I have any personal in- 
terest in the Coaxer, but I always like to 
give my views en what I have good luck 
with, and I am sure if Mr. Lewis will give 
the Coaxer a good trial at Congamond this 
year he will find it is a good bait. 


My father-in-law, I think, was the first 
to introduce the Coaxer bait in our city, 
and now all casters are using it and find it 
very fine. We intend to have a contest here 
between the Coaxer and Dowagiac baits, to 
take place about August 16th. or 17th, and 
lasting from four to six days, the length of 
time not being fully decided as yet. The 
contest will be held at Uncas Lake for 
small-mouth black bass and Rogers Lake for 
pickerel. I am going to use the Coaxer 
myself, and will do my best to give you an 
honest and correct account of the matter in 
full. 

To verify my statement about Coaxer baits 
in Congamond Lake, Mr. Saunders, who 
has the boats at the lake, was in our city 
recently and said that they are taking more 
bass with Coaxer bait than any other at 
present. 


Westville, Conn. C. W. SELK. 





A Sweeping Challenge 


We have a natural minnow in the market, 
and, offering such to the fish, we are willing 
to stake all on its superiority, and hereby 
challenge Mr. Jamison, Mr. Decker or any 
bait manufacturer in the United States. to 
a trial to be as follows: 

TriaL No. 1. To be held in California salt 
waters around San Pedro during the last 
two weeks of April, 1911, and the first two 
weeks of May, 1911. Each fish to count 
one, and the person catching the greatest 
number of fish during the two contests in 
salt and fresh water will be declared the 
winner. The stakes to be nominal, say $500 
in gold. Trial No. 1 to consist of six days’ 
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fishing of five hours’ actual fishing each day. 
Both baits to be fished from the same boat 
under exactly the same conditions; that is, 
Mr. Jamison, or whoever enters the contest, 
will fish from the same boat with Dr. H. C. 
Royer, the inventor of the South Coast min- 
now. In trolling the baits shall play on 
150 feet of g-thread line, running side by 
side, likely from five to seven feet apart. 
This gives the fish a fair opportunity to see 
and thoroughly examine the baits, and he 
will take the one that looks best to him. 

Tria No. 2. Shall be in any lake or 
stream East of the Rocky Mountains where 
pickerel, maskalonge and bass are known to 
be in fair supply. The fishfng shall be done 
as follows: Both baits shall be fished from 
the same boat, the trial to consist of six 
days’ fishing, three days of which shall be 
trolling, the same as Trial No. 1, and three 
days’ casting. Five hours of actual fishing 
each day. All fish must be landed in the 
fish tank without assistance and counted and 
passed upon by a committee mutually agreed 
upon. We challenge upon the supposition 
that we have a bait that will stand the test 
of being the best bait for either salt or 
fresh water. The No. 2 Trial to take place 
at any time the challengee may wish after 
June I, I9gIt. 


Los Angeles, Cal. H. C. Royer. 


A Later Advice 


Your valued favor of July 11th received. 
At first thought it would appear that your 
point was well taken as regards my com- 
petitor coming to Catalina waters for a part 
of the trial. But here is the point: it is as 
far for me to come to the Eastern waters for 
the fresh-water trial as for those who enter 
to come here. 

Then, too, the Eastern waters, at this date, 
are as new to me as the Catalina waters 
are to them. I have not fished Eastern 
and Canada waters for twenty-five years. 
I know this challenge is for an extensive 
test, but it will likely prove, beyond a doubt, 
who has the most successful bait. 


Los Angeles, Cal. H. C. Royer. 


A Suggestion from the Editor 


Why not meet each other half way at 
some point in the Mississippi Valley for the 
fresh-water test, and use the waters of the 
Gulf of Mexico for the salt-water test? 


Come On, You “Frog Followers” 
Being a reader of your magazine, and an 
enthusiastic one, too, 1 wish to say a few 
words in connection with the contest between 


Messrs. Decker and Jamison. I have since 
seen a copy of the telegram posted in the 
window of one of the sporting goods stores 
of this city announcing the, victory of Mr. 
Jamison. 

While I am glad to see my home city in 
the front, nevertheless I am not in sympathy 
with any such contests as proving the supe- 
riority of one bait over another; nor does 
the result of this contest prove that Mr. 
Jamison is the better fisherman. In my opin- 
icn, the contest which would be a fairer one 
is to let each contestant in a boat by himself, 
letting each one do his own rowing and se- 
lecting such places as might appeal to him, 
or where his bait will work to advantage, 
and not to come within range of the other 
for quite a distance. It may be that Mr. 
Decker did not fish as well as he does or- 
dinarily, but you can’t make allowances for 
this. But what has the contest proved? It 
is this, that both baits will catch fish, and 
in another contest the result might be the 
reverse, depending on where and on what 
lake the contestants are fishing. Mr. Jamison 
can support my statement that there are a 
lot of bait casters around Chicago who can 
“skin” him and Mr. Decker, too. They won't 
use “Coaxers” or any “grappling hooks” 
either. Just the plain old-fashioned frog and 
a sliver or a chunk of pork, getting out 
by themselves, and they will catch from 
two to three bass to either of these fellows’ 
one. 

My fellow casters have found this from 
experience, that on some lakes you couldn’t 
make a bass rise at anything like a “Coaxer,” 
nor even at the greatest bait of them all, the 
live frog. When the fish are deep, it takes 
the live minnow or chub to get ’em, and then 
again in shallow lakes, the nice little frog 
gets the biggest bass that swims, and if there 
is a big bass around anywhere he'll go for 
a frog before anything else. Come on, you 
frog followers! I might say that I was just 
over to one of the best bass lakes in Southern 
Michigan, not far from the home of these 
so-called “world’s-champion-long-distance- 
bait-casters,” all using either Dowagaic baits 
or pork, and I put it all over them with the 
live frog, and got the big bass, too. Oh, this 
paper casting doesn’t get bass, does it? Yet, 
I will hear from a lot of these fellows who 
remark about casting 150 or 200 feet and all 
that, but I don’t hear them say anything 
about the fish they catch, nor do I see them. 
I’m from that “show-me State,” as to where 
these grappling-irons get fish, or why they 
should be considered as a fair means of 
catching bass. It won’t be long before these 
Dowagiac baits will be condemned, as have 
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the netter and the seiner, as the means of 
cleaning out our bass, and I'll be the first 
to grasp the hand of the man who takes the 
step in this direction. To catch fish with 
these Dowagiac baits is unfair in the ex- 
treme, and surely adds nothing to one’s 
credit in the art of angling. Any old woman 
can get bass with these “grab-irons,” but 
every one can’t get bass with a fair hook. 
3y this I mean a single hook, either the 
open or the weedless style. 

I am not soliciting business for the hook 
I use, nor do I expect anything in return, 
but let me tell you the best weedless on the 
market, that will catch fish, too, is the 
Maloney Weedless. And this same Jim 
Maloney, of Mukwonago, Wis., has it on 
either of these contestants and a lot of 
other fellows for catching bass by fair 
methods. 

I wish to praise both of these contest- 
ants for having fought the battle they did, 
but the result is that both baits will catch 
fish, and the beaten one should not feel 
any sting over his defeat. In another con- 
test the result might be different, but, as I 
stated, a fairer method would be to let 
each one in a boat by himself, and then let 
us hear from them. 

I presume I have hurt some manufac- 
turer’s feelings, but you can’t kill the sport 
for the sake of one; for the majority must 
rule and their rights must be considered in- 
stead of the individual. 

Yours for fair play, at all hazards, 


Chicago, IIl. G. R. Cove. 


A Correspondence School for Bass 

We notice in the Saturday Evening Post 
the following announcement that will in- 
terest our readers: 

Robert Davis, who edits many of Mr. 
Munsey’s magazines, invented a wooden bait 
for bass last year and spent the winter con- 
ducting a correspondence school educating 
the bass in his favorite Maine lake how to 
take it. He expects great sport this year. 


Bait Ethics Abandoned, Pro Tem 


I have been thinking to-day that an 
ordinance should be enacted prohibiting the 
possession of that which may not technical- 
ly be a firearm, but which, to the woods 
lover forced to spend July in the city, is 
a decisive inciter to violence; the magazine 
devoted to the world of out-of-doors. 

It’s a bit of cruel torture to read of the 
rivers and lakes—the places where the game 


fish hide—and broil under this torrid sun. 
I have been trying to find solace by telling 
myself, over and over again, that the lancet 
of the black fly and the proboscis of the 
ubiquitous mosquito cannot reach me here, 
but as often I am reminded that, of all the 
days when I was the target at which thou- 
sands aimed—and made a bull’s eye every 
fire—I was happy and _ wouldn't have 
changed for any other land. 

I have been looking over old copies of 
FIELD AND STREAM, reading of the fishing in 
the Temagami Reserve, the place I love so 
well, and apropos of the question of live 
vs. artificial bait. While not competent to 
give a very authoritative opinion, I would 
like to say with the old Scotsman, “It a’ 
depends!” To illustrate: One morning I 
started off equipped for fishing for a few 
hours, or the day, as I might feel inclined. 
Inclination led me on and on until the even- 
ing, and a return to camp was impossible. 

I had food in plenty, rice and tea and fish, 
and after the night,—spent under my 
canoe,—the joys of exploration, still urging 
me on, I paddled farther and farther away. 
When hungry a black bass sought the lure, 
I mean when I was hungry, that he, appar- 
ently, was ditto; but the third day, when 
the rice was all gone, and I became a bit 
eager for something more substantial than 
blueberries, not a lure that I possessed at- 
tracted. I tried them all; the beautiful 
Burtis flies that had been a joy merely to 
look at now became objects of derision. 

I sought the shore and searched between 
the rocks for crabs or frogs, but none were 
there. Wearily and weakly I paddled for 
the portage; the quarter mile portage that 
to my tired fancy stretched before me as 
interminable. But what was this shining, 
all silver white in the sun? A can, an old 
tin can, battered and worn to a fascinating 
brightness, the green moss it held all dewy 
soft as my fingers clutched it, and from this 
bed brought forth two beautiful, fat dew- 
worms ! 

And the best bass pool I knew was at the 
other end of the portage! But I knew I 
would get my supper there, with the bait 
I had found, so I right gaily and jauntily 
shouldered my burden and carried it over 
the winding trail, stopping but once to rest. 
Reaching the end of the portage I untied 
my rod from the thwarts, and, discarding 
the beautiful lure made by man, I carefully 
strung the quivering, writhing dew-worm 
te his doom, and sent him softly to the still- 
est spot near an overhanging cedar. Before 
my line was taut came a sudden jerk—the 
reel sang—and yes, I confess, I had no 
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thought for the game, for the give and take, 
only the prayer to take, and to take quickly. 

Ah me, but he was a beauty! I am sure 
he weighed three pounds, but he looked 
then as though he weighed five. The hook, 
a small one, barely caught in the lip, was 
quickly dislodged and the same noble (?) 
bait brought a companion bass for my break- 
fast. 

Planning my trip for this year, dreaming 
not of hunger, but of the fascination of 
turning over the leaves of a fly book, of dry- 
ing and tenderly caring for the spinners, 
hearing even now the click of the reel—I 
vote for artificial bait—except “gangs”; but 
way off, hungry and alone in the woods, may 
my predecessor on the trail have left be- 
hind—a dew-worm! 


N. Y. City. LorRAINE WILDE. 


He Believes in the Fly 


Just reccived and read my _ Fietp 
AND STREAM and it is fine. I have read 
FIELD AND STREAM for a good many years 
and I must admit that it gets better every 
year. 

I am interested in the difference of opin- 
ion in regard to live and artificial baits, and 
] guess they are all right, for in some waters 
bass seem to prefer the artificial and in 
other waters it seems almost impossible to 
catch them with anything but the real ar- 
ticle. Last season 1 was determined to give 
the two baits a fair test, so on every occa- 
sion I took along a friend who was to fish 
with live bait and I was to take the fly. 
Irom the first of May until the water froze 
over | had no trouble in catching a nice 
string of bass, while my friend with the 
live bait had no luck at all. 

I am a fly-fisherman, first, last and all the 
time, as it has never failed me when the 
water was in shape and the bass were in 
the mood at all, and when they were not I 
could not catch them with anything. Early 
in the when the bass are in deep 
water I use the spoon-hook and cast it with 
a slack line; that is, I do not use the reel, 
but strip in the line and sit in the bottom of 
the boat. With this way of casting you can 
drop your spoon very lightiy just where you 
want it, and stripping the line gives the bait 
an up-and-down motion which is very at- 
tractive. But give me the fly for the months 
of May, June, September, October and part 
of November, and if I do not catch a mess 
of bass I know there is no use of trying any- 
thing else. 


season 


J. M. Wison. 


Graham, Mo. 


Field and Stream 


A Life-Time Experience 

Noticing the controversy among the con- 
tributors to FIELD AND STREAM in regard to 
the comparative excellence of artificial and 
natural bait, I would like to say something. 

During my boyhood I lived in a little 
country town through which flows a beau- 
tiful stream. With an old cane pole, linen 
line and Limerick hook, using the chub min- 
now and crawiish for bait, I have beyond 
a doubt caught a barrel of black and striped 
hass. To me the artificial bait was a coun 
terfeit (which it really is), a joke and a 
laughing stock. 

During the spring season of 1910 I noticed 
that most of the larger catches were being 
made with artificial bait, viz., the wooden 
minnow. I purchased an outfit consisting of 
a casting rod, reel, silk line and a Dowagiac 
wooden minnow, No. Io, rainbow 
which had been strongly recommended to 
me. Sunday, May 29, 1910, I decided to make 
a trip to the stream of my boyhood to 
practice casting, as I had never done that 
kind of fishing. Arriving there about 9:30 
am. I put my tackle together and began 
casting. Result: I got the bait “hung” 
and had to wade the stream to get it loose. 
I then left the pool, going up the stream, 
making casts in nearly every pool, but with- 
Finally in one, as the bait 
was nearing the shore, a little bass shot at 
the bait, but missed. Farther up the stream, 
in a pool out of which I had caught a good 
many fish, 1 cast out; a little bass struck 
but failed to connect. Another cast, the 
fish struck and I landed it, a little black 
about six or eight inches in length 
and weighing about half a pound. 

I cast out across the swift water and was 
trolling the bait into the deep, still water, 
when I received a strike that nearly took the 
rod from my hand. I landed a b!ack bass 
weighing two and a quarter pounds. As | 
looked down upon the fish I uttered these 
words: “Well, Mr. Black Bass, | would 
have thought that you and your 
would have had too much sense to take a 
crack at a piece of painted wood with bare 
hooks dangling from it.” I afterwards 
hooked and landed another that nearly 
reached the two-pound mark. The cnly re- 
gret I have in regard to that few hours’ 
fishing is, that after the natives had 
my catch, I explained to them how, when 
and where it was done. 

When one considers the amount of trouble 
in catching and caring for live minnows, 
the lugging of the minnow bucket, pole and 
bait can, he can readily see the advantages 
of the artificial bait, if fish will bite at it. 
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I don’t think the artificial bait was intended 
for the lazy angler, who, with his live bait, 
can stick his rod into a clay bank and take 
a short snooze, or smoke fourteen pipefuls 
ef tobacco between acts. To the novice, 
pait casting, no doubt, seems more like work 
than sport. To the live bait angler, with 
the long pole and barrel-shaped float, the 
greatest sport he has is watching the float 
go when the fish grabs the minnow. In 
artificial bait casting, with a good tackle after 
you strike your fish, every move it makes is 
telegraphed to the rod and reel. 

I doubt that among the contributors to 
your magazine, or anglers wherever dis- 
persed, could there be found such a “Doubt- 
ing Thomas” or “Man from Missouri” as I 
was in regard to artificial bait. I believe that 
bass are born mad and that they attack the 
artificial bait not so much from the fact that 
they think it is food, but from their natural 
trait, which is to attack any and everything 
that comes near them. The wooden minnow 
with its spinners is, no doubt, a combina- 
tion they can’t understand and they attempt 
to take a fall out of it, just for luck. In con- 
clusion I wish to say in regard to my attitude 
toward artificial bait, I came down com- 
pletely, made an unconditional surrender and 
became a convert then and there. 

Louisville, Ky. Cuas. D. WALE. 


Don’t Miss This One 


Through your.most excellent magazine I 
would ask help and some questions, apologiz- 
ing to the many bait manufacturers who 
would class me with that large tribe of 
“clothes-prop” fishermen who do nothing 
but ask foolish questions, thereby delaying 
the game. 

I am located near several large lakes sit- 
usted between Norfolk and Cape Henry. In 
these lakes are fish, fish of large and sundry 
kinds. Large-mouth bass, crappie and the 
various kinds of perch. 

How do I know? Well, I have seen thou- 
sands caught and I have brought some sev- 
eral away myself, but they were all caught 
with live bait, in fact, nothing but live bait 
is used, and here is the rub. 

I have frequently started out with ten or 
twelve dozen nice live minnows only to find 
about one dozen living when I arrived at 
the fishing grounds. 

I have tried all kinds of minnow pails and 
fleating cars but nothing has been satis- 
factory. Have pumped air, oxygen and 
other gases enough to duplicate Halley’s 
comet. Have injected cocaine, strychnine 
and other heart tonics into their hides until 
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they would stand on their tails, but they 
all lay down on me “at the stretch.” 
Naturally I looked with longing eyes upon 
that which is artificial. 

I have devoured everything printed on 
“Killers” and the manner of killing. I gazed 
upon those beautiful half tones of the vari- 
ous wigglers, wobblers, spoons and spinners; 
and the weedless, worthless, luminous min- 
nows, till in a moment of “Piscatorial De- 
mentia” I sat me down and ordered the first 
section of this nightmare. Well, when I 
opened this bunch, I was undecided whether 
to call a physician or run for the hospital. 
If it is ever my misfortune to “ Have 
Um,” I intend to design a few ones and 
challenge the winner of the Jamison-Decker 
bout. 

I have cast these things in the _lily- 
pads and rushes, in the sunshine and way 
down deep in the shadows, and in the tops 
of trees. I have dragged up with the weed- 
less variety enough wood to build a log 
cabin, and enough weeds to thatch it over 
and make a good job, too. 

I have seen men carry enough of this stuff 
to open a tackle joint, and have had these 
men tell me that “I never use anything else.” 
I have watched these men quietly smuggle 
a pail of minnows under the seat and, when 
caught with the goods, would say that the 
wind was not exactly right for the artificials. 
One in particular entertained me one whole 
afternoon with what he could do with the 
lures, but I noticed his last order to the 
boatman was to be sure and bring that bucket 
of live minnows down in the morning. I 
started to ask him if he intended to fry them 
for breakfast, but “what’s the use?” the 
wind can change so often. 

I have practiced casting till I can hit a 
bird on the wing. I have cast till I am 
muscle-bound. I have cast—but am not 
cast down and am now willing to be tried 
out again. 

I would travel North, South and West to 
see the trick done; would go East but have 
about gone the limit and now humbly ask 
of some kind friend—‘strictly on the 
square”—if any healthy, sound-minded fish 
was ever caught napping with any member 
of this large menagerie of Joseph-coated 
monsters. 


Portsmouth, Va. J. N. Dews. 

P. S—I forgot to mention that I have 
tried pork rind, pork sausage and even 
Smithfield ham, and would say that when a 
Virginia fish passes up this last-named ar- 
ticle there must certainly be something 
wrong with “The System.” 
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ARMS AND AMMUNITION 
That Gun Controversy 


The letter of Mr. Peterson in Fiery AND 
StrEAM of July was interesting, timely and 
to the point. JI wish, however, to point 
out one error which the gentleman makes in 
regard to the pattern of the smaller gauges. 
He states that a 12-gauge “gives a wider 
spread” of shot than a smaller bore. This 
if a very common opinion shared by ninety- 
nine per cent. of the sportsmen who never 
have shot a small gauge and by many who 
do. I was of the same opinion myself until 
[ went into the study of the 20-gauge last 
winter, when I found that the truth of the 
matter was that a 20-gauge gun bored with 
the same degree of choke as a 10 gun will 
spread its charge of shot over precisely the 
same area that the latter will at the same 
distance. A 20-gauge cylinder barrel prop- 
erly bored will give a even killing 
circle of twenty-eight inches at twenty yards, 
lcaded with 7-8 oz. No. 9 shot and a 10-gauge 
cylinder barrel at the same distance will not 
give a wider killing circle. 
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Again a full choked 20-gauge will give a 
killing circle of thirty inches at thirty-five 
yards, and a 10- or even an 8-gauge will 
shoot into the same circle at that distance. 
Any gunmaker will corroborate this. No 
one will pretend to say, however, that more 
birds wil not be killed by a 1o- than a 20- 
gauge, for the larger bore will hand'e as 
high as an ounce and a half of shot, while 
seven-eighths of an ounce is the maximum 
load for the usual 20; and consequently 
at any range the larger gun will put more 
shot into the same circle than the smaller 
one will. This will leave fewer holes in the 
pattern through which a bird might escape, 
but the larger shot charge will not be scat- 
tered over one inch more of landscape as 
is commonly supposed. 

| got the 20-gauge fever last winter on 
my return from the South where I had been 
hurling an ounce and an eighth of No. 9’s at 
quail with a 12-gauge. The result is that | 
now possess a 20-gauge, weighing an ounce 
under six pounds, barrels twenty-six inches, 
right cylinder, left full choke. I have not yet 
shot this little gun on game, but from what 
tests I have made as to pattern and pene- 
tration feel that for snipe, woodcock, quail 
and ruffed grouse I have something that will 
be just as effective up to thirty-five yards 
necessary, and most shots in cover 
are made at twenty to thirty yards. 

It stands to reason, however, that the 20 
gauge is not a killing weapon for wildfowl. 
‘The usual charge of seven-eighths of an 
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ounce of shot, of the smaller sizes from 7 
to 10, will contain a sufficient number of 
pellets to give a pattern through which such 
birds as may be killed with those sizes of 
shot cannot pass and live. But when we 
come to ducks or geese and need to use the 
larger sizes, from sixes down, we must use 
the larger bores to get a sufficient number of 
pe_lets to make the pattern close enough to 
insure a sufficient number of shot hitting the 
bird to stop it, and not wound it as might 
be the case when hit by only a few pellets 
of the thinner pattern of the small gauge. 
Chicago, Ill. W. H. Srarratrt. 
An Inquiry 

I,am taking advantage of your offer in 
the last issue of FIELD AND STREAM to ask 
if an American made bolt action rifle han- 
dling the .30 cal. army cartridge can be 
bought? Can the New Springfield rifle be 
obtained from the War Department by one 
not a methber of the N. R. Association for 
life? 

The Remington Arms Co. made some of 
these arms but I understand they have 
stopped for some reason. I am enclosing a 
stamped envelope. Thanking you in advance 
for your trouble. 

Jay City, Mich. C. R. NicHots. 
Reply 

No American manufacturer, so far as we 
know, is now making a bolt-action rifle for 
the .30 Government cartridge. We believe 
that the retired Krag-Jorgensens are still 
stored in the armories and will not, at leasi 
for the present, come to the hands of deal- 
ers. The New Springfield can be obtained 
by members of the National Rifle Associa- 
tion, under certain provisions. 


Americans Win International Rifle Match 


The International Small Bore Match be- 
tween Great Britain, Australia and _ the 
United States was won by the American 


team at the recent shoot held in England. 
It will be remembered that last year the 
English team of fifty men beat us by over 
400 points, averaging 291 per man. Our 
tcam averaged 283 points. But last year the 
telescope was not used; fifty men constituted 
the team, and only twenty-five shots were 
fired. 

It is a strange thing, but true nevertheless, 
that Americans have often to be beaten by 
the other fellow before their enthusiasm can 
be sufficiently aroused to spur them on to 
their best effort. 

It is only necessary to cite the interna- 
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tional matches we have lost to prove this. 
In each case the following match was won 
by us. Last year we lost this match to 
England; and now we win again. And this 
is the Englishman’s game, too. Nearly all 
the indoor shooting in England and Aus- 
tralia is done with small caliber rifles, with 
all kinds of refinements. 


Care of Guns 

I have been having trouble with my shot- 
gun—tI2-gauge Remington—and I have ob- 
tained samples of both “3 in 1 oil” and 
Marble’s Nitro-Solvent oil, 

Will you kindly tell me which is the bet- 
ter, and which will keep the gun in good 
condition ? 

They both naturally claim to be the unri- 
valled oil—but one cannot tell anything by 
that. 

I am writing to you because the several 
people to whom I have spoken have referred 
me to you, and I believe you to be an au- 
thority on these matters. 

Will you also explain to me which is the 
best kind of a .22 rifle cartridge, greased or 
greaseless, and why? 

Hoping to hear from you at the earliest 
possible moment, Sincerely, 


ArnoLtp H. JENNINGS. 


Reply 

Replying to your inquiry of the 24th inst.: 

In the matter of a cleaner for shotguns 
and rifles, both the “Three-in-One” oil and 
Marble’s Nitro-Solvent are good. In order 
to obtain the best results from either it is 
necessary to thoroughly clean the barrel af- 
ter using and apply a liberal coat of the oil. 
About a week or ten days later repeat the 
process, and give the gun an inspection from 
time to time when not in use, in order to 
prevent any accumulation of rust. There is 
a new preparation just put on the market 
called the Acme Powder Solvent and Rust 
Preventative, prepared by a metallurgical en- 
gineer and chemist with a hobby for shoot- 
ing in its various branches. This prepara- 
tion is said to be very good, and we would 
suggest that you place yourself in touch with 
Mr. W. A. Ballard, Springfield, Mass., the 
manufacturer of this compound. 

Regarding your inquiry as to which is 
the better ammunition for a .22-caliber rifle, 
the greased or greaseless, we will reply: The 
greased bullet is endorsed by the manufac- 
turers as being more accurate and not so apt 
to lead the barrel as the greaseless. Most 
small-caliber rifle-users do not appreciate the 


fact that a small-caliber arm requires more 
care than a larger caliber, because it is more 
apt to ‘clog up, owing to the small bore. If 
any rifle is kept clean and properly oiled 
at all times, of course the greaseless bullet 
could be used. The principal objection to 
the greased bullet is that it soils the clothes 
and accumulates all the dust and dirt in 
one’s pockets, but this is a slight objection 
compared to the better all-around service ob- 
tained by its use. 


Hunting Companion Wanted 

The writer, a young man of twenty-one, is 
very desirous of taking a hunting trip the 
first two weeks in October after big game in 
the Province of Quebec, Canada. 

I am very desirous of getting some 
“Brother Sportsmen” to go with me. I 
would like to get one or two good compan- 
ions to go, and the cost would be very light. 
As you know, Quebec game license costs $25 
and there are three very good regions there 
for moose, deer, caribou and bear. 

Last year I spent much time in Northern 
Ontario (on Moose River above Cochrane, 
Ont), Temagami and the Algonquin Na- 
tional Park. 

Could you refer me to any person or per- 
sons who might be interested? 

Could you insert this letter as an appeal 
to all the brothers in the next issue? You 
see we want to have all matters arranged 
soon, 

Hoping you can do something for me 
along this line and that I shall get a jolly 
good person to go along, I beg to remain, 
with warm regards, 

Yours very sincerely, 

Philadelphia, Pa. James WItson, Jr. 


P. S.—Best of references exchanged. 


In the Footsteps of Bob Davis 

Say, young fellow, I might be a funny 
looking cuss from behind, but I don’t look 
like a frog sitting in a rowboat. Right 
off the reel I got it, it was Davis, Davis 
everywhere. Of course, I had to get back at 
Bill. I told him that a little jolly would 
not hurt him, and besides in his case it 
would be good for business. 

I arrived at Freyburg on the morning of 
the 4th of July, was cordially greeted by Mr. 
Clarence Osgood, at whose farm house I was 
tc stay. A pleasantly situated group of build- 
ings close to the shore of Lovewell Pond, 
at which place I was to do my fishing. The 
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tales I heard about the fishing done by 
Robert D. were wonderful. 

It appears that the people at the village 
had, last year, formed a Bait Casting Ob- 
servation Society for the express purpose of 
learning the modus operandi, whereby our 
friend Davis was enabled to make such great 
catches of bass. 

They would line up on the shore, group 
together in their rowboats and canoes out 
on the pond, gasp with astonishment as Rob- 
ert D. would shoot out his bait, landing it 
with deadly accuracy between two lily-pads 
about two inches apart and 100 feet away, 
jump with excitement as invariably he suc- 
ceeded in striking his fish, and they would 
wait in suspense while he played and landed 
a four-pound bass. 

This is a sample of the stories told me 
during my first hour at the pond. That I 
was up against a hard game, I was thor- 
oughly convinced. Had I come to the wrong 
place? Had Robert D. cleaned out all the 
big bass? Was there any left for me? |] 
was on the verge of an atack of ertreamus 
coldfeetus. 

However, after a good dinner, and after 
removing the contents of a small liquid con- 
tainer purchased on the Portland steamer, 
I regained my nerve and went fishing. On 
my third cast I hooked a bass that put up 
such a great fight that I thought he weighed 
about four pounds. After sliding the land- 
ing net under him I saw that he would go 
about two pounds. I removed him from the 
minnow, told him to give my regards to his 
grandfather, kissed him good-bye and sent 
him on his way rejoicing. 

Well, his granddad came around all right, 
and he was looking for trouble, I can as- 
sure you. I had made about a half dozen 
casts after releasing the little fellow, when, 
in landing my bait at the edge of some lily- 
pads, there was a rush through the water 
before my bait had hardly landed, when a 
walloping big bass hit it and disappeared for 
an instant, 

Then began a series of jumps that nearly 
took the rod out of my hands. As soon as he 
started to jump I shoved my rod into the 
water up to the reel seat, but at that I could 
not hold him; he went under the boat, came 
back again, and in one final rush made a 
leap out of the water of about three feet, 
gave one mighty jerk, the minnow went one 
way, he went another, and I hada broken rod. 

Curses on the luck; there was I, miles 
away from home and mother, with a broken 
fish rod, and nothing to drink but water. 
However, a little rod cement, some winding 
silk and a box of matches soon had it in 


shape again; a few inches shorter, but still 
able to perform well. 

As I had two extra tips at the farm house, 
it did not worry me much. ‘This little rod is 
five feet three inches long, weighs four 
ounces, made of Calcutta split bamboo and 
cost—well never mind the cost, my wife 
might read this. 

I went out one night with the farmer’s 
hired boy to row the boat for me; he wanted 
to see how I could catch a fish on that “dern 
thing.” It was the only time that I fished at 
night on this trip. I put on a white “Red- 
fin” and began casting toward the pads in 
one of my favorite spots. I had strike after 
strike, landed three bass, all about three 
pounds each; three pickerel, and one yellow 
perch, twelve inches long. 

It was so dark we could not see the shore- 
line. In landing my last fish I had the boy 
hold a flash lamp on the spot so that I could 
see to net the fish, and I can tell you it was 
quite a sight—a circle of light, a big bass 
siowly circling around the tip of the rod, one 
sweep of the landing net and he lay g!eaming 
in the white light at the bottom of the boat 
But what a difference it made when the 
light was shut off; it was so dark we could 
not see each other, so we pulled in, perfectly 
satished that we had had a fine evening's 
sport. 

The next morning on my first cast I 
hooked, played and landed a_ four-pound 
bass that was certainly the most beautiful 
bass that I had ever seen. He was there 
with the goods, weight, size and color. One 
of these big fellows with the red in the eyes. 

I skinned him, packed him in damp salt, 
brought him home and mounted him; he’s 
a dandy. I never took away more than six 
fish in any one day, always returning alive 
all that we had no use for. I fished ex- 
clusively with the “Redfin” wooden minnow, 
with one treble belly hook and one treble 
tail hook. Although I had about two min- 
nows with me “all colors,” I used only three 
of them. 

I caught most of my fish on a green back 
with white belly. For early morning fishing 
I found a white body with a broad red 
band on it most successful, and, of course, 
I used a white when I fished at night. 

The lake is the prettiest sheet of water 
that I ever had the pleasure of fishing in; 
mountains all around us, sandy beaches, lily- 
padded coves, a few small islands, an outlet 
at the lower end that leads to the Saco River: 
a beautiful winding stream full of fish. The 
cnly regret that I had in visiting Lovewell 
Pond was that I had to leave it so soon. 

REDFIN. 


Specimens ea 


Laren 








The Sportsman’s World 469 


National Association of Audubon Societies 

x notice that Mr. Huntington, on page 
eght of his Agril issue, 1910, devctes al- 
most a column to my interests, for what 
reason I fail at this time to understand, as 
I am unable to find a letter he refers to as 
published on another page. I did write a 
letter to this gentleman refusing to renew 
my subscription for his paper, telling him 
plainly that I thought he had done more 
harm to the cause of game protection dur- 
ing the short existence of his publication 
than he could possibly undo in a lifetime; it 
may be that this letter caused his granting 
the space to me. If this criticism had been 
made fairly and honestly side by side with 
my letter, I would not object, but I fail to 
see anywhere in this publication the letter 
he refers to on page eight as “published in 
another page,” and I propose to write again 
upon this subject. 

At the time the Game Commission bought 
the quail from Alabama, the persons from 
whom we bought the birds were, so far as 
we knew, “the king,” as there was no law 
in that State that forbade the sale of birds, 
either living or dead. In a recent ruling of 
the Supreme Court of Pennsylvania, the 
Court held that the State had the right to 
control the killing of game, or the sale of 
game in any way it selected, but until that 
was done, through an Act of Assembly, or- 
iginal conditions prevailed. If the sale of 
game was not distinctiy prohibited, it was 
legal. We viotated no law of Alabama 
through this purchase, and Mr. Huntington, 
ii he knew anything upon this subject, knew 
that this was a fact, yet he takes occasion 
to hold me up as a person violating the law 
of some Commonwealth, or doing some- 
thing, which right to do I refused to others. 

In his reference to the purchase of deer 
from C. C. Worthington of Shawnee, Mon- 
roe County, he again attempts to deceive. 
This is a plain word, but I can find no 
other that fits the place better, for Mr. 
Huntington, if he knows anything about 
game preserves in this section, and he has 
written articles in which he refers to game 
preserves in this section of the United 
States, knows that while Mr. Worthington’s 
postoffice address is Shawnee, Monroe 
County, Pennsylvania, his game preserve is 
located across the Delaware River in New 
Jersey, which State at that time did not for- 
bid the shipment of deer from preserves. 
Again, in his reference to the game pre- 
serve kept by Wenz & Mackensen at Yard- 
ley, he is more than unfair, not only to the 
people who are paying him for advertise- 
ments, but a!so to the Game Commission of 


Pennsylvania. What reason he has for at- 
tempting to cause trouble to Wenz & Mac- 
kensen, I fail to understand. These gentle- 
men have been located at Yardley for some- 
thing like four years, during which time our 
officers have visited them frequently. 
Joseph Berrier, of the Harrisburg office, was 
sent long ago to interview them relative to 
the certain game birds advertised for sale 
at Yardley and found that while the adver- 
tisement read as it did, leading one to sup- 
pose that the birds or game described were 
in Pennsylvania, in reality the birds were 
not even brought into Pennsylvania, but 
were shipped direct from the point of cap- 
ture to the purchaser, and this firm were 
found to be observing the law of this State 
absolutely. 

Mr. Huntington, if he understands game 
laws at all, knows that the game laws of 
Pennsylvania forbid on'y the sale of certain 
game killed or captured in this Common- 
wealth, excepting in the case of wild turkeys 
and woodcock, the sale of which is forbid- 
den, no matter where they may have been 
killed or captured, and of ruffed-grouse 
killed outside of the Commonwealth, the saie 
of which is permitted during the open sea- 
son for such birds in this Commonwealth 
and for thirty days thereafter. Therefore, 
any game, either birds, or animals of any 
description, excepting wild turkeys, wood- 
cock and ruffed grouse, may be legally 
brought into Pennsylvania, may be bought 
and sold at any time, either dead or alive; 
yet Mr. Huntington sees occasion to irri- 
tate the public mind upon this subject, at- 
tempting to deceive them into the belief that 
both Wenz & Mackensen and the Game 
Commission of Pennsylvania were violating 
the law of this State; and in addition to 
this most deceiving statement and in this 
immediate connection, he says, “Dr. Horna- 
day has well said ‘the situation is absurd and 
cannot long endure.’” 

I am in receipt of a letter from Dr. Horn- 
aday confirming what he has said to me per- 
sonally and to friends in my presence, that 
he was unalterably opposed to the sale of 
wild game killed outside of preserves in 
which it has been raised in captivity. Through 
the most ingenious manner in which Mr. 
Huntington adds these words of Dr. Horn- 
aday to his statement, I cannot see how it 
could have been published without intent to 
deceive. This, to my mind, is a double 
offense. 

Dr. Hornaday never said, either verbally 
or in writing, that he favored the sale of 
game killed upon wild lands of any State 
of the United States. Mr. Huntington 
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seems to think that he is privileged to warp 
and twist statements made by other people 
to suit his own purposes and his own ideas. 
This gentleman appears to think he is the 
originator of an idea. As I have said in my 
former letter he does not, to my mind, have 
the slightest understanding of conditions as 
they actually exist, and wants to quarrel with 
every one who differs with him in that idea. 

Pennsylvania, since the creation of its 
Game Commission on June 25, 1895, has been 
doing everything in its power to increase 
game and wi!d birds other than game birds; 
game for the hunter; wild birds because of 
the value of their life-work to all of the peo- 
ple. Our law, as I have said before, was 
drawn to apply only to birds killed or cap- 
tured within this Commonwealth until the 
\ct of 1907, when, the sale of wild turkeys 
and woodcock was forbidden, no matter 
where they might have been captured; the 
sale of ruffed-grouse killed within this Com- 
monwealth was forbidden at all times, but 
ruffed-grouse killed outside of this Com- 
monwealth were permitted to be sold during 
the open season for the killing of ruffed- 
grouse in this State and for thirty days 
thereafter. 

The Act of 1907 says “the game laws of 
this Cemmonwealth shall. not be held to 
apply to elk; this was because we had no 
wild elk in this State, and we could see no 
reason why persons should not raise elk in 
captivity, if they saw fit, and sell them at 
their pleasure. 

On May 1, 1909, an Act was passed in 
this State authorizing the raising of game 
of all varieties in captivity for sale under 
certain restrictions, so long as that game 
was sold direct from the preserve and not 
released on the wild lands of the State. The 
people of Pennsylvania do not indorse the 
idea of private preserves, such as Mr. Hunt- 
ington is attempting to introduce into this 
Commonwealth; they do not believe that the 
game of the State should be sold, as is the 
game of North Carolina, to men of another 
section, through land leased for hunting 
purposes, and to the absolute elimination of 
the man’ who may reside in the section 
where that game is bred and reared. 

I feel that the taking of game found upon 
wild lands, or uninclosed lands the property 
of the owner, or the lessee, of that land, 
means the absolute and quick extermination 
of game, and I cannot refrain from giving 
expression to my opinions to this effect, no 
difference what Mr. Huntington may say. 

Respectfully yours, 
JosepH Ka.nrus, Sece’y, 
Game Commission of Pa. 


Annual Report of the Department of 
Game and Fish Protection, State 
of Maryland 


I have the past year endeavored to sup- 
press all the violations which came under my 
notice, and to assist my deputy wardens 
whenever it was in my power to do so. 

This year shows a marked improvement 
over the last, which. I partly attribute 
to the interest taken in the matter of pro- 
tection of our fish and game laws by the 
magistrates, who seem to have given the 
laws more consideration. 

There have been ninety-one convictions 
this year, against twenty-one last year, while 
1908 showed seventeen cases dismissed 
against ten this past season. 

The clerks of courts last year issued 382 
non-resident Kcenses for wild fowl, fish, etc. 
This year the number of licenses has grown 
to 440, giving a revenue to the State of 
Maryland of $3,415.46, against $2,898.00 last 
year, 

I also desire to acknowledge the courtesies 
shown my office by the members of the 
Maryland Fish and Game Protective Asso- 
ciation and for the assistance manifested. 

Respectfully submitted, 
3erlin, Md. H. F. HarMonson. 
State Game and Fish Warden. 
Report of State Game and Fish Warden, 
Oklahoma 

I enclose herewith copy of the game law, 
Senate Bill No. 2, passed by the last legis- 
lature. 

This bill became a law on June 10, 1900. 
The law seems to be very popular throughout 
the State, but you realize the bill has not been 
a law long enough to give it a fair chance 
and this being the first season in collecting 
for license, we are very much pleased with 
the receipts received in this office from this 
source. 

We have received something like $35,000 
in the Game Protection Fund, which I believe 
will reach $70,000 before the season is Over. 

You will notice that this bill gives the 
State Game and Fish Warden good police 
powers, and I feel that it is quite an as- 
sistance in the enforcement of the law and 
protection of the game. We are pinning 
them to the letter of the law as near as pos- 
sible and the sentiment of Oklahoma is for 
the protection of the game. Regrett:ng 
that this is all we can give you at present 
and hoping it will be of service to you. 
I am, Yours very truly, 

Chickasha, Okla. J. S. AsxKew, 


State Game and Fish Warden. 
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To the American boy the story of the Boy 
Scout movement is of wonderful interest. 
The heroic value of the 
The Boy idea was proven during 
Scout Idea the siege of Mafeking, 
in South Africa, during 
the years 1899-1900 of the Boer War. In 
this little, lonely hamlet, far off_on the veldt, 
was shown the practical working of this 
great plan that bids fair to make better, 
cleaner, more manly boys throughout the en- 
tire world. 

Shells were fiying, bombs were bursting, 
red-hot work was going on and history was 
in the making. When it was all over and 
Mafeking was relieved from the long Boer 
siege, England gave herself over to a frantic 
delirium. The word “Mafficking” has be- 
come embodied in the English language as 
signifying the insanity of a mob grown hilari- 
ous. In itself the addition of a single word 
to the language may be looked upon as a 
considerable achievement, but Mafeking was 
responsible for something else, a demonstra- 
ton of boy utility that is transforming the 
boys of England, the United States and other 
powers from lethargy and indifference, to 
the very heights of energy, intelligent co- 
operation and chivalry. 

There were a thousand white men in Mafe- 
king, six hundred women and children, seven 
thousand natives. And there was “B. P.,” 
which is short for Colonel Robert Baden- 
Powell, as he was then known. Now he is 
Lieutenant-General Sir Robert Baden-Powell, 
K. C. B., K. C. V. O. And the King should 
have made him a duke, for, rightly or wrong- 
'y, B. P. has brought the English nation to 
the turning point; B. P. had pulled it out 
of the slough. 

The advance lines of Mafeking ran five 
miles round. Some of the defenders were 
killed, others were wounded, and many 
crowded the temporary hospitals, so that 
every man’s value was more than trebled. 
In this extremity Lord Edward Cecil, chief of 


the staff and son of the great Lord Salisbury, 
collected the boys of Mafeking, talked to 
tlLem, drilled them, and put them into uni 
icorm. They became messengers, carrying 
despatches from fort to fort on the lines; 
they kept a lookout, they acted as orderlies, 
aud so relieved from these duties the grown 
up men who were so badly needed on the 
firing line. Throughout the hail of Boer 
bullets these young heroes, mounted mostly 
on bicycles, carried on their duties without 
wavering. At the end of the war they re- 
ceived iheir medals like the grown-up 
soldiers. el} 

One day a boy came through rather a 
heavy fire with a letter. B. P. said to him, 
“You will get hit one of these days, riding 
round like that when the shells are flying.” 
The boy replied, “I pedal so rapidly, sir, 
that they would never catch me.” Thess 
were Boy Scouts in action, and that boy’s 
spirit is the same which now actuates 
hundreds of thousands of similar boys in 
England, the United States and other world 
powers. 

About three years ago B. P., then become a 
General, made a little experiment. He co! 
lected some English boys in Surrey, talked 
to them as to the Mafeking boys, put them 
into uniform, and drilled them just a little 
Then he showed them how to play at In- 
dians and Knights of King Arthur. He took 
them into camp, and taught them wood 
craft, and how the birds could: be dis- 
tinguished from each other, and what great 
secrets Nature revealed to those who wou!'d 
study her. He worked out a scheme, and 
wro‘e a book under the title of “Scouting 
for Boys.” The idea was to lead boys, by 
the attractive practices called Scouting, to 
teach themselves character. The boys of 
England caught the idea in a moment. 
Every boy of mettle grew wild to become a 
Scout. All over the country they began to 
form themselves into patrols and troops of 
Scouts. Before a year was out, a hundred 
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thousand boys had ceased to be mere boys, 
ard had become Boy Scouts. In another year 
there were more than two hundred thousand 
Boy Scouts in England alone. Now there 
are—nobody knows how many. But the 
Scouts are seen everywhere—in the slums 
of East London, in the loneliest country 
parishes, in towns and hamlets from Land’s 
End to John O’Groat’s. Whenever anything 
liappens—when there is a railway accident, 
or a horse runs away, or a house catches 
lire, or a man falls into the river — Boy 
Scouts seem to appear as if by magic, to 
make themselves useful in any and every 
way. They are trained to deal with emer- 
gencies, to give first aid to the sick and 
wounded, stop runaways, put out fires, re- 


vive the suffocated, and to rescue and resus- 
ss 


citate the drowning. 

The idea grows and spreads. Like a 
wave of enthusiasm it has swept all over 
the world. It has found its way into far 
colonies and continents, it has overspread 
the islands of the Seven Seas. In Malta, 
Singapore or Calcutta you will find Boy 
Scouts. In Canada there are thousands of 
them. The Defense Department of Canada, 
as of New Zealand and Africa, has adopted 
the Scouts’ handbook for training cadet 
corps. In Australia the Governor-General 
is the chief scout. In Germany, France, 
Russia, Servia—everywhere—the idea has 
taken hold. Scouts of one country are be- 
ginning to pay calls on Scouts of other coun- 
tries. And so a new method has been found 
for cementing the brotherhood of man. 

This is all a splendid line of thought for 
developing the American boy; and it is 
true that through the growth of immense 
cities, with the consequent specialization of 
industry, so that each individual has been 
required to do one sma!l thing, and shut his 
eyes to everything else; that the result has 
been a perpetual narrowing of the mental 
horizon. Partly through the decay of small 
farming, where each mixed farm was a small 
college of handicraft; and partly through 
the established forms of religion losing their 
holds, we see a very different type of youth 
in the country to-day. It 1s not now the 
rule for boys to be respectful to superiors 
and obedient to parents. It is the exception 
when we see a boy who is handy with tools, 
and capable of taking care of himself under 
all circumstances. It is the rare exception 
when we see a boy whose life is absolutely 
governed by the safe o!d moral standards. 

And while this splendid work was gaining 
ground abroad, to the American is due the 
credit for the actual parentage of the idea. 
Our well-known Ernest Thompson Seton 


conceived the idea more than ten years 
ago for what is now practically the full- 
grown plan of the Boy Scouts. And in The 
Outlook he tells us that in 1904 he went 
to England with his little Red Book, as his 
3irch Bark Roll was then cal'ed, and began 
a campaign of public and private addresses on 
Woodcraft and Scouting for boys. In 1906 
Mr. Seton secured the co-operation of Gen- 
eral Baden-Powell, then the chief scout of 
the British Army, with whom he worked for 
two years, and in 1908 the movement was 
giver a great popular boom by changing the 
name from the Woodcraft Indians to Boy 
Scouts, as well as enlarging the field in other 
respects. In The Outlook Dan Beard also 
tells us of his work with the “Sons of Daniel 
Boone” and the birth of his idea, which he 
states dates back to nearly thirty years ago. 

It is now a regrettable fact that the 
rersonal interest in athletics has been 
largely superseded by an interest in spec- 
tacular games, which, unfortunately, tend to 
divide the Nation into two groups; the few 
overworked champions in the arena, and the 
great crowd content to do nothing but sit on 
the benches and look on, while indulging 
their tastes for alcohol and tubacco. It is this 
last that is turning so many thoughtful ones 
against baseball, football, ete. This, it will 
be seen, is a reproduction vf the condition 
that ended in the fall of Rome. In her 
days of growth every man was a soldier; in 
the end a few great gladiaturs were in the 
arena, to be watched and applauded by the 
millions who personally knew nothing at all 
of fighting or heroism. 

The Boy Scout’s oath is: “On my honor 
I promise that I will do my best to do my 
duty to God and my country; to he'p other 
people at all times; and to obey the Scout 
law.” A clean, simple, pledge—yet so broad 
in its scope—that no higher principles of 
conduct can be found. Thus begins the 
training that makes sterling men, capable 
first of self-government, and so in due time, 
the ruling of nations. 

It need not be said that Fretp AND STREAM, 
it common with other right thinking or- 
ganizations, will do all in its power to ex- 
ploit and further so worthy a cause as the 
3oy Scouts in America. There are a world 
of reasons why every American parent should 
know what this means to his boy, that our 
limited space does not enable us to present. 
But we are glad and willing to answer any 
and all inquiries pertaining to this wonder- 
fully sane and hopeful work. In brief, let us 
all endeavor to make resourceful, self-sup- 
porting units of our boys; gentlemen and 
sportsmen, and not “Sports.” 
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DID IT EVER HAPPEN TO YOU P 


This Department is for the use of our readers in te!ling their unusua! exper- 
iences. Please make your contributions as brief as possible in order that the variety 
of anecdotes may be greater. The authors of the three best stories each month will 
be given a choice of one of the “Hard Luck” series of sportsmens’ pictures. 


A Question 

J. ann I were weakfishing from a row- 
boat. Finally J. had a savage strike and had 
evidently hooked a fine fish, judging by the 
bend of the rod and his frantic efforts to 
reel in. As the struggle grew more excit- 
ing I sang out, “Be careful, J.; bet you lose 
him!” and J. relaxed his tightly clenched 
teeth long enough to assure me that the bet 
was a “go.” The contest went on until a 
fine large fish was reeled in close to the 
hoat, and as J. was about to lift it in, the 
line parted just above the three-foot leader. 
Nearly an hour later, as the tide had 
changed, we made ready to leave. I pulled 
up the anchor and a fine fish was found at- 
tached to the cable a few feet above the 
anchor. J.’s hook was in its mouth and the 
hottom hook had saved the fish. But did J. 
win or lose the bet? 

Philadelphia, Pa. W. H. Eppy. 

Prematurely Pocketed 

OnE morning, while out hunting with a 
friend, the dogs chanced to jump a rabbit 
at the lower corner of a swamp. My friend 
ran to head it off, I shot at it and missed, 
and my friend killed it. Four No. 5 shot 
had gone through the body, and after hit- 
ting it three times on the neck with his 
hand, my friend put it in his hunting coat. 
About half an hour after, we were going 
through some very thick brush, when the 
rabbit jumped out of the hunting coat and 
got away. ‘The brush was so thick that we 
never got a shot at it, and our hounds could 
not even trail it. 

Beverly, W. Va. Gro. GIBBONS. 

Good Advice 

At Torrisdale, on the Delaware, some na- 
tives and a large dog came out to welcome 
us. While casting, my hook formed a strong 
attachment for the dog’s curls, about equal 
distance from his nose and tail. Interest in 
fishing suddenly ceased, and when the dog 
caught sight of a knife, he became a black 
streak through the weeds. My companion, 
in his eagerness to assist me, and with a 
little kindly help of the boat, then tried to 
sit on the surface of the water, and I had to 
float the whole 200 pounds of him ashore. 
With promise of almost everything that he 
might appreciate and by concealing the knife, 


I next succeeded in unhooking the dog. If 
this should ever happen to you, cut the line. 
Germantown, Pa., C. A. WERNTzZ. 
Retrieving a Hawk 
SomME years ago while chicken hunting in 
Iowa, I wing-tipped a large chicken hawk. 
Our Irish setter ran in on the hawk, which 
stood up to fight. The dog would rush up 
close, barking fiercely, then turn and jump 
away. In one of his rushes, however, he 
<ot too close, and as he turned the hawk 
got a death grip with his talon on the dog’s 
bushy tail. Then the fun commenced. The 
dog was no longer a “setter”; he at once 
became a “flyer.” They swished through 
the prairie grass, a red streak of feathers, 
hair and howls. The hawk hung on like a 
Democratic office-holder, helping himself 
along now and then with his free foot and 
his good wing. Long after we had recov- 
ered from our spasms of laughter and re- 
leased the poor dog’s tail, he continued to 
liowl plaintively at intervals over the recol- 
lection of his experience. 
Merriam Pk., Minn. 
Kicked Overboard 
V. G. anp I were crossing Port Orchard 
Bay in a ten-foot rowboat. Thinking we 
might get a shot at some ducks, we had bor- 
rowed an old 6-gauge, muzzle-loading, dou- 
ble barrel shotgun, and V. G. did the row- 
ing, while I sat in the stern seat with the 
gun. A small sea pigeon hove in sight, and 
| raised the old pair of stovepipes to my 
shoulder and yanked the trigger. Snap! 
Nothing doing; it had missed fire. I low- 
ered it immediately, and just as the barrels 
reached my knee, and the butt rested against 
the lower part of my arm, there was a ter- 
rific roar, followed by great clouds of black 
smoke. When I arose, effervescing, from 
the haunts of the rock cod, I grabbed fran- 
tically for the proverbial straw. Not finding 
one, I struck out for the boat; but V. G. 
insisted on my hanging to the stern, while, 
between fits of untimely mirth, he bailed out 
some water—after which he dragged me in. 
Protruding from the water in the bottom of 
the boat lay “me trusty weepon,” and forty 
yards away on the water lay the poor little 

sea pigeon. 
Seattle, Wash. 


F, W. Matson. 





Frep. E. PHELPs. 
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A Feathered Catch 

I was fishing from a bridge which sep- 
arates two ponds and had caught several 
pike. Each time I renewed my bait I threw 
the old minnow to a hen which had per- 
sistently hovered near. Finally I caught a 
pike larger than any I had, and being anx- 
ious to measure him, left my line on the 
ground and turned my back for a moment. 
Imagine my surprise to hear the reel click- 
ing as it was being rapidly unwound by 
that same persistent hen, who had _ swal- 
lowed hook and minnow. After some trou- 
ble I liberated her. 

Philadelphia, Pa. A. S. Martin. 


Took Him for a Coon 

THE coonskin cap has long been acknowl- 
edged as the proper headgear for the pro- 
fessional hunter and trapper, but a hunter 
named Roberts, living south of here on 
the Pearl River, has decided to discard his 
cap, since it was the cause of an encounter 
in which he nearly lost his life. On Jan- 
uary 7th, while hunting wild turkeys, Rob- 
erts hid in some bushes, with only his coon- 
skin cap showing above the brush, when it 
was suddenly pounced upon by a_ wildcat 
from a neighboring tree. After a fierce 
struggle, in which the hunter’s neck and 
arms were badly lacerated, he succeeded in 
kiliing the animal with a knife. It was evi- 
dent the cat mistook the cap for a coon, as 
cats have seldom, if ever, been known to 
attack a person in this locality. 

Texarkana, Ark. Lee Harris. 


Intent Not Proven 

Axsout three years ago a friend and my- 
self were out hunting, when we jumped up 
a rabbit, which ran under a large rock. We 
went to punch him out, and my friend care- 
lessly laid his gun down, cocked, in front of 
the rock, taking my gun to shoot the rab- 
bit with. I went around the rock to punch 
the rabbit out, and had just started punch- 
ing when I heard a scrambling—then the 
gun went off. 1 raised up just in time to 
see one rabbit hiking it across the field, 
while another was kicking his last kick on 
the ground about twenty yards away. The 
explanation was this: The first rabbit had 
struck the trigger of my friend’s gun when 
he ran out, and fired the gun, killing an- 
cther rabbit which had been sitting in its 
bed right in front of the gun, and my friend 
was too surprised to shoot at the other rab- 
bit. 
A. S. Branp. 


Culpeper, Va. 
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A Piscatorial Pup 

I own a small fox terrier that usually ac- 
companies me in my boat when out fishing. 
Now this dog is marked with dark brown 
spots, one so encircling the tail that the 
first three inches from the body are very 
dark brown, whereas the distal end is ab- 
solutely white. When he is swimming, the 
tail makes a peculiar swirl not unlike the 
switl of a bucktail trolling spoon. Upon 
one occasion when swimming the lure was 
unusually active, and I was very much sur- 
prised to sce him jump on the shore with a 
pickerel hanging to his tail. I jumped for 
the fish and by a well-aimed grab got it. 
This occurrence was so unusual to me that 
I had the pickerel mounted, and it is on 
exhibition in my office; the dog likewise 
niay be seen, the latter, however, very much 
alive. 

New York, N. Y.. A. BLEIMAN. 


Fool Deer 

A FRIEND of mine while driving to a log- 
ging camp, saw a large buck in the brush. 
ile jumped out of the buggy, and ran to the 
horse’s head, but the deer had disappeared. 
As he started to get in the buggy again, the 
horse gave a snort and jumped, and on look- 
ing around, my friend discovered the deer 
smelling the back end of the buggy. He was 
kept so busy with the horse he failed to get 
a shot at the buck. 

Three years ago, while sitting on a log, 
in broad daylight, a deer walked up to 
within twenty feet of me and stayed there 
until I dropped him with my rifle. 

Merrill, Wis. Lioyp Breck. 


When Muscle Counted 

J. C. Lortis and his brother, with a Mr. 
Rabb, were in the mountains, and a large 
doe was seen by J. C. Loftis. He shot it 
down, but the ball simply touched it across 
the neck. It fell and he walked up to cut 
its throat, when he saw it was not hurt. 
Dropping his rifle, he seized it by both hind 
Iegs above the hoofs and well up below the 
middle joint, calling lustily for help. His 
brother, thinking he was fooling, did not 
go, but Rabb did. The doe pulled him down 
the mountainside and finally passed under 
a log, across a little gully, where Loftis 
braced his feet against the log till Rabb 
reached him and killed the deer. None but 
a powerful man with a vice-like grip could 
have done this. 

Ernest L. EwsBank. 
Hendersonville, N. C. 
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With Our Readers 


LEXANDER the Great it was who 

sighed for new worlds to conquer, 

and we, like that famous general of 
other days, are never satisfied with our im- 
provements of FieLp AND STREAM, but con- 
stantly seek for ways and means of con- 
vincing sportsmen that we have the most 
popular high-class sportsman’s magazine 
published to-day. 

Let us herewith make request of that 
army of our readers who have in unsolicited 
letters of appreciation voiced their spirit of 
“camaraderie,” that all such co-operators 
carry the good work also among the ranks 
of their friends. And also to those good old 
friends, who have been on our subscription 
list for years past, and have seen our steady, 
healthy growth and improvement, we also 
request that they tell us of some of our 
shortcomings, that we may do better, and 
still better. To them we extend this privi- 
lege of friendship. 

But let us all, you fellows out on the “fir- 
ing line” enjoying yourselves, and we at this 
end, busy “with news from the front,” pull 
together with this common aim. FIELD AND 
StreEAM is THE magazine for SPORTS- 
MEN, conducted, edited and published by 
SPORTSMEN. We are not satisfied with 
a monthly circulation of nearly 60,000; we 
must pass that mark, and make our objective 
point 65,000 copies. And we want it entirely 
a paid circulation, and it is at this point that 
our interests are again mutual. Have you 
ever thought how simple it is to secure $1.50 
for a year’s subscription from your fellow- 
sportsmen? And how easy in this way to 
secure that gun, tent, camera, or other item 
needed in your outfit? 

It is a case of “killing three birds with 
one stone.” You increase your friend’s en- 
thusiasm, and keep him in closer touch with 
those things that interest every red-blooded 
man; you receive as compensation that item 
of equipment you had planned to spend 
money for, and, at our end of the line, up 
goes the circulation towards that 65,000 
mark. It’s a good game—in a good cause. 
And there should be lots of new subscrip- 
tions rolling in beginning with the Special 





October Big Game number, because it really 
does not require that one should be a “mil- 
lionaire” to subscribe to the best sportsman’s 
magazine published at the popular rate of 
$1.50 per year. And then we have many 
other inducements also, from your friend’s 
standpoint, so that you will have no trouble 
in showing him that you are doing him a 
good turn, and he receives big value all 
around. 

But we cannot tell it all here. A postal to 
the Subscription Department, NOW, will be 
a mighty good move in the right direction, 
and bring you our Premium Catalogue con- 
taining every item of equipment a sports- 
man needs. But if the item your heart is 
set on possessing should not be in this cata- 
logue, tell us, and we will show you how to 
secure it. 

Speaking of the Special October Big Game 
number, we are going to make this particu- 
larly good. So much so, in fact, that its 
contents will practically cover the entire 
field of Big Game hunting, and carry the 
reader into the remotest hunting grounds of 
the world. We have made an unusual effort 
to secure the experiences of prominent 
sportsmen and naturalists, and can promise 
you an exceptionally interesting number. 
And our cover design—well, we wiil leave 
that untold, that it may come as an agree- 
able surprise. Anyway, we know it is the 
best we have ever produced, and we have 
reason to feel proud of some of them. 

The Big Game stories include Walrus, 
Wolf, Bison, Moose, Bear, Deer, Caribou, 
Mountain Sheep and Goat-hunting. Even the 
fishermen have not been forgotten, even 
though it is a hunting number, for we in- 
clude fresh and salt water fishing, and the 
Tarpon among the latter. Special educa- 
tional and practical articles that are un- 
usually good, and the LATEST REVISED 
1910-11 GAME LAWS FOR THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA, These 
Game Laws alone are worth the price of the 
Magazine, forming as they do a reference 
for a year to come. 

Tell your friends about this Special Big 
Game Number, and push along the good work. 
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The purpose of this department is to keep our readers informed concerning the best equip- 
ment for sportsmen, and this regardless of advertising connections with manufacturers or 
dealers. Consequently the articles mentioned here are endorsed by us as worthy of purchase 
and use. We especially request manufactuters of new and improved goods to submit their 
claims for them to our notice. Information concerning any article of sportsmen’s equipment 
not mentioned here, will gladly be supplied to our readers upon request. 











“Do’s” and “Don’t’s” for Sportsmen 

Never let the muzzle of your gun point at 
anything unless you want to shoot it. 

Always clean and oil your gun within a 
few hours after use, even if fired only once. 
This will prevent pitting. 

Never let your gun remain loaded unless 
in actual pursuit of game. Serious acci- 
dents may thus be prevented. 

Be very careful when shooting in the 
woods of brush, as your companion or some- 
one else may be in range. Better never shoot 
than cause an accident. 

Whiskey, a man, and a loaded gun form a 
bad combination. Either of the three is dan- 
gerous when misused. 

While in the field dress as lightly as com- 
fort permits. Keep the feet dry and warm. 
Don’t sit on a wet rock or log, or take off 
your coat while resting. Guard your health 
at all times. 

You should be as much of a gentleman 
in your hunting suit, as you desire to be in 
full evening dress. The rural folk are good 
judges of quality, and appreciate even small 
courtesies, 

If there is a plug of mud or sand in the 
muzzle of your gun when fired, it will burst 
the barrel, or otherwise destroy its shooting 
qualities. 

Use a heavy grease for the barrel inside 
and outside; a good quality of light oil for 
inside works. Keep your gun free from dust 
and dampness. 

After each day’s fishing wipe dry your rod, 
plug the ferrules, and place it in its wood 
form; and occasionally go over the surface 
with a cloth on which linseed oil has been 
placed. 





Your reel should be oiled with the best 
quality of light oil once a week if used much, 
There is a terrible strain and wear to a reel, 
and it should have great care. Dry it off 
every day it is used with a cloth, then with 
an oiled cloth. 

Remember that your line demands to be 
dried after each day’s work. If you have not 
a line-dryer, then use the back of a chair. 
Any line put away wet will become mildewed 
in a short time, becoming worthless. 

Use light color lure on cloudy days, and 
dark color lure on light days. And be sure 
to work patiently around the stumps, logs, 
and roots; also close to the riffles. 

A babbling tongue does not get much 
game, therefore you should approach the 
likely fishing places with as much cunning- 
ness and silence as you would if your quest 
was wild ducks or quail. 

It is more humane to kill your fish as soon 
as landed; besides by so doing the meat is 
firmer and will keep longer. 

Remember you are a sportsman, not a 
sport—there is a big difference. A _ true 
sportsman fills his soul, though the creel or 
bag be empty. Nature’s beauty and fresh 
air will rest and invigorate any one. 

Learh to use the rod and gun with as 
much science and art as possible. The bag 
or creel may not be even as full, but your 
reward is the satisfaction that you have been 
artful—not hoggish; that you have measured 
your wit and strength against the game on 
their own grounds, and with fair chances for 
their escape. 


CooKING WITH ALCOHOL is so simple, clean 
and quick, that, once tried, it is a habit that 
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CHICAGO, JUNE 21-24, 1910 
| No. 1 | 
The Grand American Handicap 


Won by RILEY THOMPSON, of CAINESVILLE, MO., who 
broke 100 STRAIGHT FROM 19 YARDS 


| No. 2 | 


JNO. W. GARRETT, of Colorado Springs, Colo., broke 
The Entire Program on the First Day 


June 21—100 Straight 
¢ (80 SINGLES AND 10 PAIRS—ALL 16 YARDS) 


OTHER GUP0ND HONORS 


\ - SCORE ON Dove es: wo. W. GARRETT, 57 out of 60 
NG RUN ON DOUBLES: W. D. STANNARD, 41 straight 
~~ Ties for First Place in P aa. Professional Championship: 
Jno. . Garrett and Homer Clark 
LONG RUNS: Riley Thompson, 130. Jay R. Graham, 125 
Jay R. Graham,102. Jno. W. Garrett, 109 (including 10 pairs) 




















In making the above remarkable records all the gentlemen used 


SMOKELESS POWDERS 


? 
Brands 


“The Regular and Reliable 


Fsablshed Witmin Ston | 


1802. ii DU PONT DENEMOURS POWDER (on ware 
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clings. From the many devices that were 
hastily put on the market when the tax was 
removed from denatured alcohol, the com- 
plete lines of stoves for all purposes, manu- 
factured by Howe & French, 297 Franklin 
street, Boston, Mass., has been pronounced 
satisfactory by laboratory experts. 





The Camping Outfit shown in cut com- 
bines the maximum of efficiency with the 
minimum of weight and bulk, and will do all 
the cooking for two people on a two weeks’ 
trip, with one gallon of alcohol. The weight 
of this outfit is only 27 ounces. Write for 
booklet. 


A VERY MERITORIOUS DEVICE, and one that 
unquestionably fills a long-felt want of ang- 
lers, is the “Troubless” Line Dryer, manu- 
jactured and sold by the well-known sports- 
men’s outfitters, Yon Lengerke & Detmold, 
198 Fifth avenue, New York City. 

The “Troubless” Line Dryer does away 
with the old cumbersome form of dryer, 
which required mounting on a “plank,” and 
which hardly one fisherman in a thousand 
would carry with him owing to the space it 
occupied, and the danger of being broken in 
packing. With the “Troubless” dryer, the 














mighty comforting thought, and worth a lit- 
tle care of the line after using. 

Mr. Davin T. AsercrombBiz, “Abercrom- 
bie’s Camp,” 311 Broadway, is placing on 
the market a new liquid preparation for 
waterproofing tents. This solution can be 
easily applied with a 
brush by any one; and 
is: a decided improve- 
ment over the trouble 
and danger of the old 
process, involving par- 
affine and benzi:e, which 
necessitated a _ suitable 
steam kettle and finally 
ironing the fabric to complete the process. 
- Gem , 

BeLievING in John H. Barlow's policy, 
“There is nothing too good for the rifle 
shooter—give him what he wants,” the Mar- 
lin Firearms Co., successor to the Ideal Mfg. 
Co., has responded to the popular demand 
for a new gas-check bullet for the 7 m.m. 
Spanish Mauser. 

This bullet des- 
ignated as No. 
285346 has the 
patent metal gas-check cup attached to 
the base, which prevents fusion and cutting. 
See illustration. With 20 grs. weight of 
DuPont Lightning Powder, it gives very 
accurate results at 200 yards, having made 
a 5-shot, 4%-inch group at that distance, 
with normal sight elevation. 

The first groove above the base is made 
with a bevel, that fits the gas-check cup also, 

and a separate mould can be furnished 

for this shorter, lighter weight bullet, 
| giving a _ short-range gas-check bullet 
| 
| 





suitable for the 7 m.m. The full length 
bullet weighs in the neighborhood of 130 
grains, while the shorter length, or one 
band less than the full length, weighs 
about 115 grains when using a mixture of 
one part tin to ten parts lead, or using 
Ideal bullet mould No, 2. The 115 grain 





fisherman has no such trouble, as the device 
folds flat in a smail space and can easily and 
safely be packed in tackle-box or suit-case. 

When open for use it fits any rod-butt, 
and the line is rapidly transferred from the 
reel to the dryer, and when the line is dry, 
as easily returned to the reel. The impor- 
tance of taking proper care of fine lines is 
unfortunately a subject that many _fisher- 
men overlook. With proper care a good 
line should last several seasons; and to al- 
ways know that your line is sound in every 
fibre, and therefore to be relied upon, is a 


bullet can also,be used in the .28-caliber 
rifles. Use Ideal No. 10 tool with double ad- 
justable chamber for the 7 m.m.; use Ideal 
No. 3 tool with double adjustment chamber 
for the .28-caliber. 

To GET WITHIN gun-shot of ducks, with a 
deep draft boat is sometimes a difficult thing 
tv do. The Improved Still Hunter, built by 
Thompson Bros., of Peahtigo, Wis., is de- 
signed especially for use among reeds and 
grass, and in very shallow water. Their 





Open Water Hunting Boat is equally effi- 
cient for both open water and marsh. If 
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WINCHESTER 


.401 CALIBER 
Self- Loading 
Rifle 





THE TRIGGER 
CONTROLLED 
i REPEATER 


bLow oF L096 LBy. 


The Winchester Model 1910 not 
only shoots a heavier bullet and 
hits a harder blow than any other 
recoil operated rifle, but it also sur- | 
passes all other arms of this type in 
strength and simplicity of its action 
and in the rapidity with which it will | 
shoot a series of shots. Being reloaded 
by the recoil, you simply pull the trigger 
for each shot. This places the complete 
control of the rifle under the trigger fin- 
ger, and makes it unnecessary to take the 
eye off the sights when shooting rapidly. 
Don’t fail to examine one of these rifles 
before selecting a gun for your next hunting trip. 
WINCHESTER RIFLES AND AMMUNITION are SOLD EVERYWHERE 


IT HITS LIKE THE HAMMER OF THOR 
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you are interested in hunting boats write 
for free catalogue. 

A PRACTICAL, compact, light, out-of-door 
equipment in the form of a “Cot-tent” is 
being placed on the market by the Carnie- 
Goudie Manufacturing Co., Kansas City, Mo 





This, as indicated by the trade name of 
CO-T-ENT, is a cot and tent in one. One 
of its greatest advantages is the fact.that it 
folds up in a compact package for carrying, 
so that you can literally carry your camp in 
your hand. When folded into its smallest 
space it is only 36x 5 inches and weighs but 
30 pounds. When open for use it forms a 
covered cot 84x30 inches, affording am- 
ple sleeping space for any one. This tent can 
be easily and quickiy erected, no guy ropes 
being required, and yet the strongest winds 
cannot blow it down or collapse it 


THe WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Co., Kalama- 
zoo, Mich., have added many improvements 
to their already excellent fishing reels, as 
shown on their 1911 models. A case in point 








Field and Stream 





Marhoff 
reel for bait casting, which is now furnished 
with jewelled bearings at no additional ex- 
pense to the user. 


is that of the new level-winding 





Snow Shoe Rabbit 














ithaca Guns 


-Outshoot - 
' Them Alt’ 


THE illustrat‘on above depicts the beauti- 
ful new snow shoe rabbit hanger issued by 
the Ithaca Gun Co., Ithaca, N. Y. 
interesting facts concerning the snow shoe 
rabbit Lepus Americanus is given with this 
hanger. A copy of the hanger will be for- 
warded on receipt of 25 cents in stamps. 





TRADE MARK 











Some 








To MAKE A FIRE Without matches in camp, 
take fine lint from handkerchief or coat lin- 








te incon 
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Lir—LiF! 


Up they come right into the teeth of the wind fast 
as chain lightning—and all over the place. 


Hard work for the beginner to shoot Quail—and old 
hands at the game have got their work cut out for 
them for a few seconds, and then it is all over. 


Quail are mostly made up of speed and cunning. 





The Stevens No. 520 6-shot repeating shotgun is the fastest sporting gun 
made. You have got to work fast to get in your shots when you are hunting 
Quail, but the No. 520 will respond to the fastest hand (WITH NEVERA 
CHANCE OF BALKING OR CLOGGING). The real sportsman is 
not looking for birds that commit suicide, he is not looking for a gun of the 
slaughter-house type. But you have got to look sharp with Quail. And 
you want a gun that will respond to your own speed. The Stevens No. 520 


is such a gun. 


It lists at $27.00 and is carried right along in the regular stock of every 
sporting goods store. If they are out of this particular gun, we will send, 
express prepaid, on receipt of list price. Let us send you our detail litera- 


ture regarding it. 


J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL COMPANY 


Dept. 173, CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS. 
THE FACTORY OF PRECISION 
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ing. Make a pile of a handful or two of fine 
pickings, then with watch or compass crystal, 
or even eye-glasses, a sun-glass can be made 
that will ignite the lint and which can be 
blown to fire. 


DurinG the past years a new “Telescope 
folding Cot Bed” has been introduced, and 


it seems to be the most compact portable, 
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interest, a3 the Fox company claim to be the 
first factory in America to adopt the prov- 
ing methods of European gun makers and 
p.acing a proof mark upon every barrel, with 
@ certificate to accompany every gun. 





FIELD AND STREAM has been in receipt of 
many inquiries in the past from its readers 
for practical information 2s to the care of 

field trophies before being sent to 





the taxidermists for mounting. In 
response to this demand we have 
secured the article on “Field Tax- 
ideriny” that appears in this issue. 








bed ever offered. Our many readers wii 
xe interested to know something about this 
wonderful art:cle which insures much com- 
fort and will be found most serviceable. It 
is claimed that while the cot bed weighs 
but 15 pounds, it is guaranteed to sustain 
a weight of at least 800 pounds. 


There are many desirable features to be 
mentioned, First, the cot collapses auto- 
matically into a very neat and small pack- 


age, so that it may be readily conveyed 
from one place to another. Every happy 
owner of a motor boat, yacht, automobile or 
summer home would appreciate the value 
of this excellent item. It is so easy to man- 
ipulate, set up or taken down in less than 
“cne minute,” and so simple that even a 
cluld can handle it. 

Another attractive feature that might be 
mentioned is the peculiar construction of the 
cot. The frame is made of the best se‘ected 
stock, supported on both sides by enamelled 
steel These braces are flexib!e and 
adjust the cot to any uneven surface of the 
ground, at the same time giving all the 
comforts of a spring bed to the occupant. 

Those interested in an article of this kind 
would do well to have either the depart- 
ment, furniture or sporting goods store de- 
monstrate same, or full particulars may be 
had direct from the manufacturers, Messrs. 
Steinfeid Bros., 620 Broadway, New York. 
Address Dept. I. S. for illustrated circular. 


braces. 





WE are in receipt of a copy of the Fox 
Proof Certificate Tag, issued by the A. H. 
Fox Gun Co., Philadelphia, Pa., which is 
now attached to every Fox gun. This meth- 
od of proving the Fox guns is of especial 








This valuable article, contributed 
by Mr. J. W. Elwood, president of 
tie Northwestern School of Tax- 
idermy, Omaha, Nebraska, gives 
the exact methods as taught in 
the school course, and which have 
been proven excellent by years of 
practice. We would suggest te 
our readers that they add a good working 





knowledge of taxidermy to their other ac- 
complishinents and place themselves in touch 
with the Northwestern School of Tax- 
idermy. 

“TruswEve” Kennels possess all the prin- 
cipal features looking to the protection of 
valuable dogs at home, and the comfort of 
the animal in transit. Being extremely light 
in weight, they effect a big saving in the 
cest of transportation. Besides providing 
sp’endid protection and economical transpor- 





tation for valuable anima’s, “Trusweve Ken- 
nels are also used at bench shows, or {for 
other exhibition purposes. The kennel shown 
above is Style No. 2, or puppy size. Address 
Trusweve Mfg. Div., Sealshipt Oyster Sys- 
tem, Inc., South Norwalk, Conn., for further 
particulars. 




















Five Million, Eloquent. 


If there were only one telephone 
in the world it would be exhibited 
in a glass case as a curiosity. 


Even in its simplest form tele- 
phone talk requires a second instru- 
ment with connecting wires and 
other accessories. 


For real, useful telephone service, 
there must be a comprehensive 
system of lines, exchanges, switch- 
boards and auxiliary equipment, 
with an army of attendants always 
on duty. 


Connected with such a system a 
telephone instrument ceases to be a 
curiosity, but becomes part of the 





| 


= One Telephone, 


Dumb; 


great mechanism of universal com- 
munication. 


To meet the manifold needs of 
telephone users the Bell System has 
been built, and today enables twenty- 
five million people to talk with one 
another, from five million telephones. 


Such service cannot be rendered 
by any system which does not cover 
with its exchanges and connecting 
lines the whole country. 


The Bell System meets the needs 
of the whole public for a telephone 
service that is united, direct and 
universal. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
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AN EXCELLENT camp bed or carpet for tents 
can be made of the fine ends of any branch 
clippings. Use plenty of them, and com- 
mencing at the head of tent, lay successive 
layers with bu‘ts to the rear. If this is done 
right and carefully, and ends locked with 
logs, an extremely soft bed is the result. 
Over this spread your floor cloth and stake 
it down. 





To suppLty the increasing demand for a 
medium-priced target revolver the Hopkins 
& Allen Arms Company has placed on the 
market their “Range Model 
as shown in the illustration. 

This made in .22 caliber to 
take the short and long rim fire cartridges. 


engraved,” 


revolver is 


I< is equipped with rebounding hammer, 
which rests in safety notch, eliminating 
chance of accidental discharge. The load- 


ing gate feature is another good point, as 





Field and Stream 


a strong taste and smell. The taste and 
smell works through gradually and will last 
for a day and a half of fishing. It is very 

















it a.lows the revolver to be fired from any 
angle and facilitates loading. 

The barrel is 6 inches long, rifled with 
the Hopkins & Allen patented increase twist, 
which increases the accuracy and lessens the 
trajectory. The grips are made of fine im- 
ported walnut formed to fit the hand per- 
fectly and give a firm hold. 

The Range Model is also handsomely en- 
graved, as shown by the illustration, and is 
efficient target revolver at an ex- 
low price. 


a go vd, 
tremely 
This 


catalog 


concern has recently issued a new 
showing their complete line of re- 
volvers, rifles and shotguns. Every one 
should have a copy, sent free on request 
Write to the Hopkins & Allen Arms Co., 
Worwich, Conn. 

Tue “Booster Bait” is an entirely new de- 
parture in fish bait, a substitute for natural 
bait. Attracts fish by its color, taste, smell 
and the life-like motion of its wings and 
tail, and is without doubt one of the best 
baits placed on the market for trolling or 
casting. Each bait is filled with edible mat- 
ter and contains a capsule, which dissolves 
when p‘aced in the water, and throws off 





casy to cast up against the wind, and goes 
through the water with very little friction 
and strain upon the line. It can be used with 
your favorite hook. Manufactured by J. G. 
Henzel, 1245 South Paulina street, Chicago, 
Ill. 


THE oUTER who has had his filled 
with smoke, while crawling on his hands and 
knees trying to blow a camp-fire in fit shape 


eves 





to cook with; or the man who has, after a 
hard day’s fishing or hunting, had the kettle 
fall over into the fire with his supper, will 
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STANDARD )RIFLES 


GAS-OPERATED \ \& HIGH POWER 


-» The best rifle for big or small game 
"shooting. 


Takes the highest-power auto- 


The Standard :—_— loading cartridges— 
35 gives you five shots a ~— »> 

second—the 30 or 25, six shots. — — 35, 30, 25 
Its open-box magazine is instantly and simply , ’ Calibres 
loaded without clip or extra magazine, and is as quickly “ se 

unloaded. Shoots with almost norecoil. Adjusts to hand-operating. 


CS CRO a 
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Also made in a less expensive model—hand-operating only. 
Send for our booklet *‘Big Game Shooting’’ which tells all about them. 


asmunvsenesen ptoninacen listen 117 F Street, Wnaseneece Del. 
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D428 2OLKE 


@ The lightest American shotgun. 


@ Thirty 20 gauge shells weigh one pound 
less than thirty twelve bore shells. 







@ You can get into action quicker and it won't 
tire you. 

@ Penetration better than a big bore—its shooting 
will surprise you. 

@ Beautiful catalog in colors FREE. 


@ Eighteen grades, 20, 16, 12 and 10 gauge— 
$17.75 net to $400 list. 














ITHACA, N.Y. 





ITHACA — COMPANY, BOX. 11, 
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eppreciate the Triangle Folding Camp Stove 
as shown on page 484. This stove is manu- 
factured by the Triangle Stove Co., La 
Crosse, Wis. 








THE AUTOMOBILE tent and camp equipment, 
for automobile touring, as shown above, is 
the exceptionally fine outfit produced by the 
New York Sporting Goods £6. 15-17 War- 
ren street, New York City. With this tent 
and equipment one can combine the pleasures 
of camping and automobile touring, and be 
independent of hotels; making his home 
wherever night overtakes him. This method 
of touring has the advantage of increasing 
the enjoyment and materially reducing the 
expense. 

In addition to the “Compact” tent, made of 
genuine khaki, thoroughly waterproofed, the 
outfit includes everything essential! for com- 
fort; all being so constructed that they can 
be folded and packed in a very small space. 
Folding tables, folding chairs, folding cot, 
sleeping bags and folding or nesting cooking 
and serving sets, with suitable bags or recep- 
tacles for everything, greatly simplify the op- 
erations of making and breaking camp, and 
reduce the weight and space of the entire out- 
fit to the minimum. There is such a wide 
range of comfort and pleasure to be ob- 
tained from the various outfits that the New 
York Sporting Goods Co. manufacture for 
automobile touring, that it is advisable to se- 
cure their new catalogue of these goods and 
make a selection in accordance with the size 
of the party. 

A CHINESE secret for catching fish that 
has been in use for centuries is to put a few 
drops of oi] of amber and oil of rhodium on 
the bait. This solution is made in equal 
parts of the oils, and its odor will attract 
fish from afar, their scent for this being re- 
markable, and a fish will risk anything to se- 
cure it. This preparation is also effective for 
use on baits in trapping smal! game. 


For BIG GAME hunting, particularly in the 
mountains of the West or on the barrens of 


the North, the sportsman needs a good pair 
of binoculars. A glass magnifying six diam- 
eters, which is to say that it makes an object 
look six times as large, or six times as near 
as it really is, is perhaps the most satisfac- 
tory for sportsmen. A glass magnifying ten 
or twelve diameters cannot be sufficient!y 
supported in the hands alone so as to prevent 
the slight tremor which is usually present. 
and to secure the fullest efficiency, and can- 
not be profitably used except at sea or in 
bright weather and clear atmosphere. The 
glasses shown are an improvement on the 
old Porro construction, having only one 
compound prism, which cannot be deranged 
by accident, un'ess the glass be damaged to 
such an extent as to be useless otherwise. 
In pwer, stereoscopic effect, brilliancy of 
light and angle of field of view they are as 
good as can be secured at any price. The 
casing and all parts that are not subject to 
rough usage are made of aluminum. Adjust- 
ing screws are fitted to the prism mountings, 
which give sufficient latitude for correction 
in any ordinary contingency. The prism sup- 

















ports and clamps are connected with the base- 
piate, which carries the object glass in one 
continuous piece. The simplicity of the re- 
moval of this renders all parts most acces 
sible. Price, $52.50 and $54.50. 

I-F you are going camping or canoeing, 
don’t forget that a .22 caliber repeater will 
afford lots of fun and practice at odd mo- 
inents, besides being very useful as a means 
of keeping the larder supplied with smail 
game. Of the small caliber repeaters, the 
Vinchester .22 Automatic is handy and 
pleasant to shoot. It is light to carry, takes 
down easily and shoots Winchester grease- 
less bullet cartridges, which are clean to 
handle. If you do not want an Automatic, 
cither the Winchester Model 1890 or Model 
1906, .22 caliber, will please you. They take 
down and pack in a small space and, like 
all Winchesters, they are well made, strong 
and reliable. 
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Mechanism 
of the 
FOX GUD 


The Fox Barrels are genuine —im- 
ported—Krupp fluid steel backed by 
Fox proof, a test identical with that of 
European Government Proof Houses. 


Look for the Fox 


Proof Certificate at- 
Ox G tached to the trigger 
U guard, 

{ The Fox Gun is 

e world built on beautiful lines 

and is handsomely finished. 

The Fox is perfectin“hang,” 

penetration and every other 
particular. 

A “gold standard” value 


Do not buy a shot gun without 
first examining the lock mechanism. 
If it consists of more than three 
working parts, it is more intricate 
than need be and is 
liable to go wrong 
and spoil your gun- e 
ning trip or your Th 
pleasure at the i 
ae € Finest Gu 
The Fox Gun lock has but 
three working parts—hammer, 
sear, mainspring—and is made as 
accurately as a watch, each part 
being gauged, inspected and justifies a standard price for 
tested time and time again to in- each style—$37.50 to $362. 
sure strength, accuracy, and perfect action. See the Fox price standard tag attached to 
The Fox taper bolt holds with the grip ©VY&Y Fox Gun. 


If your dealer does not handle the 
der ae and forever prevents the gun A. H. Fox Gun send your order to us and 
shooting loose. 


ae give your dealer’s name. Write today for 
The Fox coil mainsprings and coil top our Art Gun catalog. It’s free, a post 
lever spring never weaken nor break. card brings it. 


mASI-Fox Gun Co. 


4658 N. Eighteenth Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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THE ABILITY to shoot without making a 
loud noise is something which has _inter- 
ested hunters for some time. For the benefit 
of those who have speculated about the mat- 
ter, but have not had the advantage of ac- 
tual experience with a quiet shooting fire- 
arm, the following first-hand information 
will be found interesting and instructive: 

While surprising at first thought, it is a 
fact that the duck hunter has found a quiet 
shooting arm of value. It is unfortunately 
unavoidable when shooting ducks that many 
birds are knocked down, but only wounded. 
They have to be shot again in order to 
stop them from getting away and suffering. 
To shoot them with a shotgun not only uses 
up ammunition, but the continual firing and 
noise prevents other birds from coming in. 

A little .22-caliber rifle fitted with a silen- 
cer, and shooting .22 long rifle, or the .22 
Winchester Auto-loading cartridge, exactly 
fills this want. It makes it possible to kill 
many of the wounded birds which now get 
away, or get beyond range of the shotgun, 
and it also gives the added enjoyment of 
rifle shooting. The reduced noise is, of 
course, a factor in permitting birds to come 
in more frequently. A cleaner sport is thus 
obtained, as well as a more enjoyable one. 
In localities where birds are scarce, or very 
wary from much hunting, the improvement 
is particularly marked. 

There is also another advantage in duck 
hunting which wou!d never have been im- 
agined without actual experience. This is 
the driving of birds up to the blind. In such 
localities as the shores of Long Island Sound, 
N. Y., where much hunting is done in the 
season, the birds will frequently come down 
into the water out of shotgun range. By 
taking advantage of the quiet shooting rifle, 
and the noise made by a bullet in striking 
the water, the ducks can be made to get up 
and quite fearless'y fly over the hunter in 
getting away from the noise made by the 
bullet hitting the water. The rifle making 
no noise, the bullet striking beyond is all 
that is heard, and the tendency is to move 
in toward the hunter. 

This has been carried even farther by 
some of the more skillful. By keeping the 
bullet from splashing too near the bird, it is 
possible to arouse them, but not frighten 
them enough to make them take wing. They 
will swim away from the splashing and 
have been led up into range of the shotgun 
from distances as great as 200 yards, with- 
out leaving the water. 

In hunting in the woods the quiet shoot- 
ing rifle seems to meet a want also. The 
high-power rifle, of course, cannot be made 


to shoot literally without sound, owing to 
the noise made by the bullet. It shoots much 
more quictly with the silencer than the 
naked gun, naturally, but not literally quiet 
in the sense that the low-powered rifles do. 
The reasons for this are very interesting. 
Any object moving through the air at a 
velocity in excess of that of a sound wave 
makes a splitting or cracking noise. Whether 
this is due to the inability of the air to flow 
in behind the bullet as fast as the latter 
advances, or to the actual “cracking” of the 
air in front of the bullet, is not known. The 
fact is, however, that when the velocity ex- 
ceeds approximately 1150 feet per second 
this noise begins. It is entirely independent 
of the gun, and consequently cannot be si- 
tenced by any device attached to the latter. 

This bullet noise has led to the use of the 
.22-caliber rifle again, where it might not be 
at all expected. Hunters have found that 
with it, and a silencer, they are able to shoot 
all they want in the woods, or around camp, 
without danger of frightening the big game 
out of the neighborhood. With a .22-caliber 
shooting absolutely noiselessly, it is possible 
to not only keep the table supplied with 
small game, but permits the full enjoyment 
of that delightful occupation between times 
of shooting at a mark. This will readily be 
appreciated by many hunters, who have felt 
that enough attention was not given to quiet, 
on some unsuccessful hunts in the past. 

Another interesting feature which has been 
developed is the use of short-range ammu- 
nition in the high-power rifles, in order to 
get rid of the bullet noise. Some men pre- 
fer to do all their shooting with one gun, 
and to permit the use of this gun for shoot- 
ing small game and target practice around 
camp, they have their high-power rifles fitted 
with a silencer and take two kinds of ammu- 
nition. The short range, having a velocity 
below the critical noise-making speed, can be 
shot quietly. Having the silencer on the 
high-power rifle permits the quieting down of 
the regular shooting, to the fullest extent 
possible.. Fitted in this manner, a hunter is 
2ble to use his favorite arm for everything. 

One of the important features in the pop- 
ularizing of the quiet shooting rifle has 
been by avoiding the necessity of cutting 
threads on the end of the barrel. With the 
new silencers that have been brought out, a 
coupling is included, which, at least in the 
.22-caliber, and some of the others, permits 
one to fit up his rifle himself. This is a 
great step in advance, and will undoubtedly 
allow many hunters to avail themselves of 
the advantages of this very enjoyable and 
practical improvement in firearms. 
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Is the work of Wm. Kohli, Bluff, 
ton, Ohio. It is the First animal 
that he ever tried to mount. 
y Professionals Cannot Do As 

Well. Here is_ the secret 
of his success. He learned 
the easiest and best meth- 
ods in the world from our School 
and did a fine job of mounting the 
first time he tried it. We have 
thirty thousand students, all doing 
equally well. 


We Can 
Teach 















Mount Birds —Animals— Fishes 


and pron Heads,—to tan skins make rugs and robes, etc., By Mailin Your Heme. We teach you so that you can do 
the work right and do it quickly. We teach you the Standard Methods, the same that Mr. Kobi learned from 
us, by mail, and used in mounting this fine bear. . ——EE 


Ever $ rtsman every iam, trapper, angler or nature lover should be able to preserve his own 
y po 9 fine trophies. ng is finer for the home, den or — Anyone can learn the 
art easily and quickly by our Standard SS noe We Guarantee success or refund tuition. Our fine FREE 
Book Fully Explains Our School and How to Learn the great art of Taxidermy. Send the Coupon 
Today iorthe FREE BOOK. 

You can easily earn From $20 to $40 a Month from your Spare Time by 
BIG PROFITS mounting for others or selling your mounted specimens. If you wish to enter taxi- 

dermy asa business, you can make from $2000 to $4000 per year. Investigate this 
New Uncrowded Field. “Thousands are making fine protits from taxidermy as a side line, or going into the 
business for a life’s work. Taxidermists are few, and the Demand Is Great, Read what a few students say: 











“‘Within the past two months I have turned out more than $500 worth of work. My specimens took first 

peemium at the state fair. That is what your school has done for me,’*-—-A. S. Harmer, North Yakama, Wash, 

“*T have just sold a collection of specimens for $216, which makes in all $700 I have earned from my taxi- 
dermy work, and it is all due to your excellent course of lessons.’’—J. T. Stanton, Kiammath, Ore. 

“Since taking your course last year I have made over §675 by selling my specimens, and doing work for 
others. Your lessons are fine, and every sportsman should join the school.’*—H. C. Hammond, Syracuse, N,Y. 
Remember that we taught these men Taxidermy by Mail. We can teach you equally well, you will 

be delighted with the work. Our school teaches taxidermy only, and we have been in the 
business for many years. Our specimens took FIRST GRAND PRIZE and 9 Gold Medals‘at the exposi-ion. 


Great Taxidermy Book FREE>>>— (cneeaeen 


We have prepared a splendid book on taxidermy. It tells all about the art, 167Z Elwood Bidg., Omaha, Neb. 





7 J. W. ELwoop, President — 





explains how we can teach you the business, right in your own home durin Please send me free and w it any obligations, your 
yourspare time. This book is NOW FREE. "Send the COU PON TODA FREE BOOK, ‘How to Learn Taxider als 
and get this valuable book, and a FREE COPY of THE TAXIDERMY of Taxidermy Magazine and full particulars of y’ ur system 


MAGAZINE, also sample diploma and hundreds of letters from delighted 
students. 





right now, before you forget it. You are sure to be interested. 


THE NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY, 
167Z Elwood Building, Omaha, Nebraska. 
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BE SURE AND GET THIS BOOK. Send the coupon TODAY: = 
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Don't judge 
the carrying 
power by the recoil 

The same concussion which causes 


great recoil jams and disfigures the shot 
—makes a perfect pattern impossible. | 


Dead Shot 


Smokeless 


| is a powder of progressive combustion. 
$ Shot stays absolutely round so you get the 
| highest standard of pattern and penetration. 

Light recoil. Higher velocity for same 
size load. Will shoot farther. 

All the big loading companies use it. 
See that your shells are loaded with Dead 
Shot, the powder of 
guaranteed stability. 















Write us if your 
dealer hasn't it and 
we'll refer you to one 
who has. 


American 


Powder Mills 
BOSTON 


Chicago 
St. Louis 
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New Lyman Rear Sight 


FOR 
Remington .22 Repeater 














(Patent Pending) 





No. 1. 


Price, $3.00. 


This sight, by loosening nut on right hand 
side, is easily adjusted to absolutely correct 
angle. 

Send for 1910 catalogue. 


THE LYMAN GUN SIGHT CORPORATION 
Middlefield, Ct., U.S. A. 











SPORTING 


BALLISTITE 


WINNER OF THE 


1910 State Amateur Championships 
of Wisconsin, New Jersey, South Dakota 





IF YOU USE IT IN THE FIELO— 
TRY IT AT THE TRAPS 


IF YOU USE IT AT THE TRAPS— 
TRY IT IN THE FIELD 





All first-clazs dealers handle shells loaded with 


SPORTING 


BALLISTITE 


“A POWDER FOR ALL ROUND SHOOTING ” 
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FIVE POINTS That The 


i= to All Other 
| REVOLVERS 





















Cylinder 


Solid Frame, for e prece fror rrel t utt: 1 int, Fr : 
Positive Lock 


COLT Grip 


prevent 


These are some of the points that make the COLT the adopted standard of Armies, Navies and 
Police Departments throughout the World— when YOU buy a revolver be sure it's a COLT 
Catalog No. 35 mailed free on request. It will aid you in selecting a model for your use. 


COLT’S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO.. Hartford, Conn. 














USE A 


MAXIM SILENCER 


AND SHOOT QUIETLY 





The .22 calibre Silencer and Coupling can be fitted to any regular .22 calibre rifle by any one, 
without tools in five minutes. 


It enables you to shoot .22 Long, .22 Long Rifle, .22 Winchester Automatic, and some .22 W. 
R. F. with practically no noise at all. 


PRICE, complete, ready to attach, $5.00 | 


Sold by all first class firearms dealers or sent direct to any address, prepaid, upon receipt of price. 


When ordering be sure and state diameter of your gun barrel and maker’s name and whether 
round or octagon. 








SILENCERS FOR HIGH POWER RIFLES IN ALL CALIBRES ALSO READY 
Price from $7.00 to $8.50 depending upon whether threaded or fitted with Coupling 


MAXIM SILENT FIREARMS CO., 38 Park Row, NEW YORK 


BRANCH, 717 MARKET ST., SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 
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OBIN HOOD 
AMMUNITION 


NOT MADE BY A TRUST 


Just because you’ve shot one kind of ammunition all your life is no 
reason why you should not shoot a better kind. <A fair test will prove 
to you that, load for load, ROBIN HOOD AMMUNITION will kill 
further—-get there quicker—hit harder—and kick less than any other 
ammunition. 


All other powders are exploded by a striking force, 
IT’S ALL IN causing tremendous pressure that starts the shot at 
the top rate of speed. This velocity decreases 
THE POWDER quickly after the first sharp explosion The heavy 
“kick” also proves that a large part of the pressure 
is wasted on your shoulder instead of being applied to the shot. 
OUR POWDERS, burning gradually, drive the shot with ever-increasing force from 
breech to muzzle. Full force of the charge comes only when the powder is wholly con- 
sumed —at the very muzzle. Results: greatest possible muzzle velocity and penetration, 
yet much less kick than you find in other powders. OUR POWDERS do not crush or 
disfigure the shot as other powders will do and this means that ROBIN HOOD 
AMMUNITION shoots straight—shovts where you point the gun 
Our four brands of powder are: 


Robin Hood Smokeless, loaded in Robin Hood and Comet Shells. 
Peerless Smokeless, !oaded in Clipper and Capital Shells 

Rapidite Dense, Smokeless, loaded in Crescent and Autocrat Shells. 
Eclipse, Near Smokeless, loaded in Eclipse Shells. 

We also make a line of Metallic Cartridges, .22 .32 and .38 calibre, that are without 
equal for target and gallery practice. They are loaded with smokeless powder and are 
adapted to all makes of firearms using these sizes. 

We would like to sell you our ammunition through your regular dealer, but if he 
won't get it for you, you can get it direct ot us at first, and then we will make arrange- 
ments to have it soldin your town. Send forourcataiog. It gives information you want 
Remember, we are the only ammunition manufacturers in Americathat manufacture 
SMOKELESS POWDER and load the products of our own mills 





SAUER MAUSER RIFLES 


POWERFUL 





FOR THE ASKING. 


description of Guns, Rifles, Revolvers and all other Sportsmen’s Supplies. Write us a postal. 


Schoverling Daly & Gales 


302-304 BROADWAY 


THE RIFLE THAT DOES THINGS 


No rifle made, regardless of price, surpasses the Sauer Mauser for beauty of lines, balance, finish, 
strength, ease of dismounting and accurate shooting. ,The Sauer Mauser is the choice of the dis- 
cerning sportsman who knows that the best is none too good when going after big game. ‘They 
are light weight and equipped with the simplest and strongest breech mechanism known. 


This rifle is made in both 8 m/m (.315 calibre) and 9 m/m (.354 calibre) 


Our 320 page catalog, just off the press, profusely illustrated and containing an exhaustive 





ACCURATE SIMPLE 





NEW YORK CITY 
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Straight 
in the Dick 


OU, who sleep with a revolver under your pillow 
—are you expert enough to hit a large object 
across the room in the dark, if it is so dark you can’t 
see to take aim? Actual tests show that on/p an ex- 
pert can shoot a revolver straight in the dark. A re- 
volver with its off-pointing barrel and flinching trigger 
pull requires practice — constant practice — to acquire 
accuracy. 
The Savage Automatic shoots straight without prac- 
tice. In the dark or in the light you can hit the mark 
because you point it straight instinctively, as you 






point your finger. It shoots as fast 2s you press (not 10 
pull) the trigger, reloads ten shots in a flash, is as safe h 
and harmless to carry as a watch. Shots 


Quick 


short (6% in.); 
If he hasn't it, 


Powerful (32 cal.) ; light (19 0z.); 
fits flatin pocket. At your dealer’s. 
you can buy from us. 


The Tenderfoot's Turn, a fascinating book by ‘‘ Bat’’ Masterson, sent free if you mention your dealer. 
You can also geta book about the new Savage rifles (the .22 Re coor. $10.00, Featherweight Take- 
down, $25.00) beautifully illustrated. SAVAGE ARMS COMPAN Y, 249 Savage Avenue, Utica N.Y. 


THE NEW SAVAGE AUTOMATIC 


Get Giants 
of the Jungle 


with a 










6% lb. T : weight 


To bring down a nine-foot man-eater or a bull elephant with one 


vitally planted 303 bullet—that is sport! And tke thrill of the sport 





This ideal. light is not extinguished at each shot by a knock-out recoil shock. te deities «ili 
perrcahcr hem The lightest high-power rifle in the world is the new Savage pee aay OS 3 
yar sd Featherweight. ay > 
arm with one 20 this rifle. Free. 


inch round barrel, 
costs $25.00; ex- 
tra barrel’ $10.00. 


Hunters of big game in Africa, Asia and America have found 
this 64 pounds rifle powerful enough, in 303 and 30.30 calibre, for 
the giants of the animal kingdom. The same rifle gets smaller game 
by merely changing barrels. Remove foreend, and insert a 25.35 
calibre barrel. 

Savage Arms Company, F249 Savage Avenue, Utica, N. Y. 


If you don’t write 
for it now, you'll 
forget about it. 


INTERCHANGEABLE BARRELS IS AN EXCLUSIVE SAVAGE FEATURE 
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Wise Sportsmen 


choose Peters ammunition as the best 
for hunting trips or target shooting. The 
reliability of Peters Shells and Peters 
Cartridges is proved by countless victories 
in hottest competition. They are made right. 
Posstssing 


Highest Velocity and Least Recoil 


; Their killing pewer is unexcelled. Quick ignition is 
a Peters certainty. All progressive dealers sell Peters Ammunition. 


THE PETERS CARTRIDGE COMPANY 


Cincinnati, Ohio 
Branches: NEW YORK, NEW ORLEANS, SAN FRANCISCO 











THE “OLD RELIABLE” PARKER GUN Wins for the Eighth 
Time THE GRAND AMERICAN HANDICAP 


Score of 100 Straight from 19 Yards 
at Chicago, Ill., June 23, 1910 


Mr. Riley Thompson, of Cainsville, Mo., made this record, which has never before been equalled 
in this classic event. 
The PARKER GUN, in the hands of Mr, Guy V. Deering, also won the Amateur Champion- 


ship at Chicago, June 24, scoring 189 x 200, shooting at 160 singles and 20 doubles. 
The Prize Winners and Champions shoot THE PARKER GUN. 
Why Don’t YOU? 











PARKER BROS., MERIDEN, CONN. bz WARREN STREER o> 
. Davis Guns ““The Gun that Blocks the Sears’’ 






Gun value for every cent you spend for a DAVIS. Send 
for our large Catalogue and enclose 10c for Souvenir 


N. R. DAVIS & SONS, Joeck Box 700, Assonet, Mass., U. S.A 
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REE 
SMITH QW 


THE THOROUGHBRED OF THE REVOLVER WORLD 

















When there’s concentration on the develop- 
ment of one part of a revolver, it is usually 
improved, but at the expense of another part. 


So much time, so much money, has been 
spent in perfecting all parts of a SMITH 
& WESSON that it is today recognized 
the world over as the surest, safest, most 
dependable revolver made. It is the 
quality gun—the revolver of proven worth. 


It costs us more, costs you more, but the greater 
safety, greater dependability make it worth more. 
And, a revolver sold at a lower price can mean only 


lower quality—not SMITH & WESSON quality. 


Guaranteed when standard factory-loaded ammunition is used, either 
black or smokeless powder. Write today for our beautifully illustrated 
book—‘‘ The Revoloer.’’ It tells you what you should know about 
a revolver. It’s free. 


SMITH & WESSON 


11 STOCKBRIDGE STREET SPRINGFIELD, MASS. 
Pacific Coast Branch: 717 Market Street, San Francisco, Cal. 




















PHIAPNEL MANNLICHER SPORTING RIFLES 


LUGER 
AUTOMATIC 
PISTOLS 


Made in 7, 8 and 9 m/m 


Genuine Mauser Sporting Rifles 


Made in 7 and 8 m/m. Featherweight, 614 lbs. 


ASK YOUR DEALER OR WRITE 


H. TAUSCHER 322 Broadway $$ NEW YORK 
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a steady hand. 


T is no great achievement to get both 


birds with a Hammerless Smith Gun 

equipped with the Hunter One-Trigger attach- 
ment. Because it is so easy. Stillthe satisfaction 
is none the less, for it does require a good eye and 


THE GREAT ADVANTAGE of the Hunter One- Trigger 
is that you co not disturb your aim Ly changing from une 
trigger to the other. You simply pull the same trigger 


each time. 


There’s @o relaxing of the muscles—no re- 


gripping—no re-adjusting yourself tothe different length of 
stock represented by the distance between the two triggers 
—no disturbance of your aim. There’s no creeping or drag- 
ging, either—and no firing of bcth barrels atthe same time. 


Write your dealer at once—or us direct—for hand- 
somely lithographed Catalogue—it’s free. 


Af, 7 ‘Pa 
VT greatest gun in the world today is the new co 


aed 


é 


Gauge Hammerless Smith Gun with the 


wlan One-Trigger attachment 


Weighs only 5% to 7 pounds. 


THE HUNTER ARMS CO. 70 Hubbard St., Fulton, N. Y, 











NY man who owns 
A a Lefever boasts 
how he gets 

doubles at a great distance 
—how they crumple up 
and drop every time the 
Lefever speaks. He 
talks Lefever hard shoot- 
ing, close shooting, and 


allround shooting quali- 





ties from his own exper- 
ience. Ask him to explain why he gets fwo clean kills. 


” 


It’s all in Lefever Taper Boring,’’ he'll tell you. 


Lefever Shot Guns 


If all other shot guns in the world could have Lefever 
Three-piece Action, Lefever Never-Shoot-Loose bolt, 
Lefever Take-Up-Wear at the hinge joint, and the 
fourteen other exclusive Lefever advantages, they would 
still fail to get long double kills, because they haven’t 
Lefever Zafer Boring. $28.00 to $1000—and 
nothing on the market at $50.00 will shoot or wear like 
the Lefever at $28.00. Don’t buy without getting our 
free catalogue. 

Lerever Arms Co., 25 Maltbie St., Syracuse, N. Y. 














| 


Cleaning the Gun 


after a day’s shooting, when a man is 


| 
| 


tired, has been the drudgery of the sport. 

Acme Powder-Solvent and Rust Pre- 
ventive cuts out 75% of this labor and 
100% of the worry about the condition 
of the gun a week, a month, or three 
months after the gun is put away. 

This material is equally good for rifles, 
shotguns or pistols, cleaning out either 
nitro or black powder residues equally 
well. Its long suit is cleaning rifles using 
high-power smokeless powder cartridges, 
heretofore the hardest guns of any to clean 
and keep clean. 

All guns look alike to Acme Powder- 
Solvent and Rust Preventive. 


Order of your sporting goods dealer. 








W. A. BALLARD, Mfr. 
SPRINGFIELD, MASS., U.S.A. _ 


We guarantee this advertising provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM when writing adv vertiony 





ee 


__ me oe 


FIELD AND STREAM’S ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 27A 











REE = Marliné.. 
Repeating Field Shotgun 


‘Weighs only about 61 lbs. and is the lightest and quickest handling | 2 gauge repeating ‘shotgun in 

the world. It is perfectly balanced, built extra light, but extra strong, of extra quality material. It has 
Circassian walnut stock, highly-polished, smooth-working mechanism and the Special Smokeless 
Steel barrel for exceptional shooting ability. 
In this 12 gauge Field gun and the other 12 and 16 gauge ZZar/Zz shotguns, the solid top and side ejection protect 
mechanism from inclement weather, twigs, leaves and dirt. Keep powder from being blown back in your face; allow 
for six quick repeat shots. They have fewer parts, built simpler and stronger than in other repeaters; the safety locking 
devices, automatic recoil block, closed-in breechbolt, take-down construction and other up-to-date features make 
Marlins the best “‘ pump ™ guns in the world. 


Send today for the free 136 »age catalog describing The Lattin fivear, T72S$ G 
the full ZZzr/ line. Enclose 3 stamps for postage. 3 Willow Street, New Haven, Conn. 











U. S. Government Tested —U. S. Government Approved 


In a recent United States Government Test for accuracy, velocity, endur- 
ance, penetration, in the rust, test, dust test and one of the severest all-round 
service trials known, the 


«Aun Triple Action Safety Police Revolver 


passed with as nearly perfect scores as any weapon could attain. 


i i, AML eA 


Have vour dealer show you the Hopkins & Send for our 1909 Gun Guide and Catalog. 
Allen Triple Action Safety Police. Ifhe doesn’t This shows our other lines of rifles, shot- 
have it write us at once, enclosing price, and guns and revolvers—the most extensive 
we'll send you one direct. 32and 28 cal.,4 inch range of high-grade, low-price firearms 
barrel, nickeled finish $9.50: blued finish $10. made anywhere in the world, It’s free. 


HOPKINS & ALLEN ARMS CO., - 73 Chestnut Street, - NORWICH, CONN. 


We guaranice this advertising provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM when writing advertiser 
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THEYRE MADE 710 MEASURE 


swt, Putman Boots. 


“Standard Goon like a glove aed fit all over. 









We have made boots for Sportsmen, Prospectors, Civil and Mining Engineers @c. 
longer than any other boot makers and KNOW HOW. Putman Boots sell all over 
the world and have justly earned the slogan, “The World’s Standard”, Where not 
suld by dealers we ship the Genuine Putman Boots direct to you. Catalog of 
over 50 styles of boots at all prices, and self measurement blanks sentfree. Al- 
so Indian Tanned Moosehide Moccasins, Cut shows a 14 inch boot, hand sewed, 

water-proofed, black or brown color, made to your measure $ ~ 00 
and delivered in the U. S., Canada Or Mexico fOrseecvsecesseesseesees . 


H. J. PUTMAN & CO. 25 HENNEPIN AVE. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 























HE MERIDEN GUN, made by the Wathe Fire Arms Co., Meriden, C 

one of the handsomest, hardest shooting, strongest bolted guns aie 

ranging in price from $40.00 list to $300.00 and upward. We makea 
specialty of guns built to order to meet the requirements of the most exacting shoot- 
ers. Correspondence solicited. A handsome illustrated catalog giving complete 
description and excellent illustrations, free upon request. If you want a high grade, 
beautifully finished and engraved gun, built to your own specifications, at a very 
reasonable price, write today for our catalog. 


_MERIDEN FIRE ARMS CO., MERIDEN, CONN. 
$25.°° 


Hard Wood, Mission Finish 


GUN CABINET 
Sy 50 


Height, 70 inches. Depth, 12 inches. Width, 28 inches. 














If interested, write for special Gun Cabinet Catalog. 
Send us your address for our illustrated Gun Catalog. 


THE H. H. KIFFE COMPANY, 32! Broadway 

















THE LATEST Ano IRE PRODUCTION 
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Rainproof Hunting Togs 

_ Wear Duxbak clothing to protect yourself from cold 
rain, heavy storms and biting winds. Our Special 
Duck Shooter’s coat means warmth, health and luxur- 
ious comfort. 

The ‘‘Special” is made of Duxbak (rain-proofed) 
cloth with wool flannel lining throughout body and 
interlined with oiled silk; ulster collar; special 

ockcts ; absolutely wind, weather and water-proof; 
ideal for duck blinds. 

Duxbak garments will fit you—and keep on fitting 
you. Rightly made from taDric to finish—not to fit a 
price but to fit your requirements. 


Puxbak 


Sportmen’s Clothing For Mer 


We control the exclusive right in the United States to use the 
cravenetting process on sportsmen's clothing. Duxbak is a rain- 
proofed, close-woven fabric, made for rough-outdoor-wear._ It is 
soft and pliable. Duxbak can be had in all outer garments. Comes 
in light tan and olive green. 

Prices (east of Rocky mountains) express prepaid: Special Duck 
Shooter’s Coat, $10.00 ; Men’s and Women’s Coats, $5.00 ; Long Trousers, 
$3.00 ; Riding Trousers, $3.50 ; Plain Skirts, $5.00 ; Hats, $1.00 to $1.25 ; other 
garments in proportion. If your dealer will not supply, we shall be glad 
to ship direct without delay or extra charge. 

Write for Free Illustrated Booklet Containing Samples of 
Duxbak Cloth and Self Measuring Blanks, or Order From This 
Advertisement. Trade prices to sporting goods dealers only. 


BIRD, JONES & KENYON, 2 Hickory Street, Utica, N. Y. 
Sole makers of Duxbak and Kamp-it outing clothing. ‘ 



















































» A- SPORTING 
TALE 


That feeling of se- 
curity with every step 
—that feeling of ease 
and comfort while 


ut 


. ° 
$4 This English Knock-a-bout Hat 
is the nobbiest and most comfortable hat you can 

buy atany “pease for business, travelling, motoring, 
golfand all outdoor sports. Itis made of genuine 
English felt, has flexible sweat band, and will wear 
like iron, Can be rolled up without damaging, When 
you send one dollar forthis hat we want you to set 





your expectations up to the very limit and you'll not | . . 
9¢ disappointed. All sizes in black, blue, brown, lunting, fishing or 
white and gray. Ifnotexactly as represented—drop $ > tramping, because 
us aline and we will refund your dollar by return every pair is hand 
mail—AND YOU MAY KEEP THE HAT. fou made is natural with 
can't lose—send us a dollar TO-DAY and hat will be wearers of 


forwarded postpaid. 


PINCO IMPORT CO., Dept. 6,288. William 8t.,N.Y. MOHAWK MOCCASINS 


= For Every Outdoor Purpose 














WEBBER’S HAND-KNIT JACKETS. For Fall sport or work, you need a pair of 

No. 120. A Webber idea. This Jacket is Mohawk Moccasins. Write for catalog showing 
made with shield front—protects the chest. many distinct styles to suit every taste and show 
May be worn with or without, just turn the ing various kinds of leather, as well as explaining 
shield back. Four-ply worsted knit close and our new method outside soles,—an exclusive 


firm. A handsome garment, any color to 
order, suggest tan or grey. Sizes up to 44, $6. Mohawk feature. 

Larger sizes $7. Sent express prepaid. Re- For absolute comfort and ease 
turn at our expense if not satisfied. Sweaters in bungalow, cottage, yachting, 
for men, women and children. Catalog free. canoeing, tennis or home use 


GEO F. WEBBER, Mfr., . 
Station F Detroit, Mich, Shawnee Bungalow Slippers 
and Mocco Mocs 













embody all that is best for the 

SCOTCH CALABASH PIPE PRICE 50 CENTS. feet after a day afield. For 
ladies, misses, boys and children. 
Catalog ‘‘C’’ tells the 
story in an interesting 
way. It’s free for the ask- 
ing-—-write for your copy 








Your vacation will lose half 
its pleasure unless you have one 
of these pipes. Scotch Cala- 
bash Pipes soon color like 


Meerschaums and ensure a mild 























sweet smoke by absorbing all today. 
nicotine. 

THE ROYAL PIPE CO. A. F. COX & SON 
201 Broadway, Nashville, Tenn. Stamps taken. PORTLAND MAINE 
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_ Four Collars 





Here’s a new 
Sweater Coat with a 
b'g improved feature 

the “*four-in-one”’ col- 
lar. 

You can convert the 
collar to four different posi- 
tions, from a smart lape. 
collar to a close-fitting turtle- 
neck effect, as illustrated be- 
low. Knitted in the famous Blauve't French Stitch, 
which makes a most handsome, elastic and durable 

girment. 































a e made ina great variety cf smart styles for Men and 
Women. Every garment is full fashioned to a selvedge 
and HAND tinished,which makes it practically seams 
less. ‘Ihe buttonholes are hand made and will nt 
frav,tear out or enlarge. The pockets are reinfore ed 
and will not bulge or lose their shape 
Once wear a smart Blauvelt © Full 
Fashioned '’ Sweater, and you wall 
never wear the ordinary kind. Any 
dealer can surply you if you esk 
him. It he won't, order from us. 


Write for latest Style Book 


The Blauvelt Knitting Co. 


10 Campbell Street 
Newark, N. J. 


f FOLDING BATH TUB. 


WEIGHT 16 PouNDs Costs LITTLE 
ant Requires littie water 
WRITE FOR SPECIAL OFFER 
N.S. Y. Bath Mfg. Co., 103 Chambers St., N.Y. City 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


ITS PURITY HAS MADE IT FAMOUS 

















Fishermen, Hunters, Campers, Auto- 
mobilists, and Motor Boat Owners 








Here’s a Folding Camp 
real merit. 
Made of angle iron, which 


Stove of 
oven 
will last a century. The 


most complete, handy, 


compact folding camp 
stove ever invented. An 
18-inch 


open, 


triangie when 


rx18 inches 


FOLOEO 
folded. 
coffee pot, camp kettle and skiltet. 


Price, $1.50 


when 
It has sufficient cooking surface for 





. 
From an Expert Angler 
Gentlemen: It is a downright pleasure to 
recommend your stove. In every way it’s far 


and away better than anything of its kind I have 
ever used. I know at least a dozen anglers who 
speak as enthusiastically of it as I do. I consider 
it one of the important articles I have in my camp 
ing outfit. 

Sincerely yours, 


WILL I. DILG. 
THE FOLDING CAMP STOVE CO., LaCrosse, Wis. 








MORRIS CANVAS CANOES 


Built in high grade only... Pleased to send catalogue. 
B. Ue MORRIS, VEAZIE, MAINE 














“PREMIER ' MALLAKDD. Re 


LARGEST MANUFACTURERS IN THE WORLD 


High Grade Cedar Decoys 


Our goods are used by the leading Sportsmen and Clubs of the United States. They 
are exact duplicates of nature finished in the most artistic manner. 
several grades in all species of Duck, Snipe, Geese, Swan and Crow Decoys. Make 
inquiry of your dealer for these goods and write to us for catalogue. 


US. Patent Office MASON’S DECOY FACTORY, 456-464 Brooklyn Ave., Detroit, Mich. 


We manufacture 















King Shooting Glasses 
and Binoculars 


Shooting glasses designed by 
practical sportsmen, curved amber 
lenses, will protect and save your 
eyes and improve your score.  Fin- 
est thing in the world for automo 
biling, fishing, boating -or shooting. 
We issue the most complete Field 
Glass and Binocular Catalogue pub- 
lished. Special prices to sportsmen, 
Catalogues, etc., on request. 


Good proposition to dealers 


THE F. W. KING OPTICAL COMPANY 
CLEVELAND, OHIO. 
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Have You Tried | 
This Special /)~ 





“and Your Gun 


TS softest and most flex- 
; ible, heavy-service mit- 
ten ever devised.’ Warm as 
toast. Nothing to impede circulation. 
Fits snug, separate single finger permits 
delicate manipulation. Though heavily 
lined with complete inner mitten of fine 
llama wool, there is no clumsiness or 
bulkiness. Cannot ever stiffen 


or harden from watersoaking 
YOUR deal Id direct on 
ALS of alee et: > for postage. $ 1 .75 
Send size of kid glove and diagram of hand. 


O. C. Hansen Mfg. Co., Milwaukee 
345 East Water Street 


Mr. Sportsman _ 


Be sure to put this 
in your kit. 


A sportsman’s kit 
should contain ne- 
cessities, among which 
should be included 
a bottle of Le PAGE'S 
LIQUID GLUE, the strong- 
est and best adhesive made. 

Things in camp will get 
broken and L« PAGE'S 
GLUE will mend them al- 


most as good as new. 























y/ 





A 10 cent tube or bottle, ready for im- 
mediate use, will be found a friend 
inneed. Larger quantities in cans 
if desired, from all dealers. 


Library slips with every bottle 
and tube 




















Lockhart’s The bait 
Wastail Witch en all 


Porkrind finish, also red or yellow 


Dark part shows hole entering upwardly and rearwardly forming an 


incline plane, Reel swift, and she Dives and Swims, stop—she comes to 
the surface. The Original bait to 
FLOAT, DIVE AND ACTUALLY SWIM. 

pivotally simulating the movements of alive minnow. Two years’ rec. 
ord locally. Does not twist the line. Wrist or reel controls. Hooks 
detachable. Made in one and three gangs, also, sizes 44g xlin., 34x 
% in., 23g x Zgin, If your dealer hasn't got it, send me his name and 
$1.00 and you'll get one by mail, prepaid. 


Lock Box 416 














E. J. LOCKHART, GALESBURG, MICHIGAN 





Boat in Five Minutes 
You can do it with the Waterman 
Outboard Motor, which you can 
quickly attach (and detach) to the 
stern of any skiff, row boat, dinghy, 
punt, sail boat, and have a g 
motor boat. It is not a toy, but a 
reliable 2 H. P. Marine Motor that 
will drive an 18-foot row boat 7 
miles an hour, 4 hours on gallon 

: gasoline. Simplest motor made. 
Weight 40 lbs. Equipped with Schebler Carburetor. Four years" 
successful results behind it. Send for Catalog C. Canoe Motors, |, 2, 
3, 4 Cylinders—Catalog K. Standard Type Motors, | to 30 H. P. 
—Catalog A. 

WATERMAN MARINE MOTOR CO. 
1529 Fort Street, West Detroit, Mich., U. S. A. 


Make a Motor Boat of Any 











ORDER TO.DAY 
PLANT IT NOW 








WILD RICE SEED 


NEW 1910 CROP READY TO SHIP NOW 


Grown at Game Preserves. Great attraction for Ducks 
Write for Special Prices Dept. No. W. R. 


JOHNSON FAMILY ROW-LOCKS 


Most Practical Row-Lock now in use 
Write us for ‘“‘OUR SPECIAL OFFER" and Catalog on 
the Johnson Row-Lock 


“THE OLD RELIABLE GUN HOUSE” 
ESTABLISHED 1855 


THE WM. R. BURKHARD CO.,319 Roberts St., ST. PAUL, MINN. 
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ite tag interested in photo- 
graphy and in doing better 
photographic work, should have a 
copy of this new catalog. 

As a means to better photography, 
the lens is of first importance. We 
claim that 


GOERZ LENSES 


are the best means to that end. The catalog tells 
why, in an understandable way, aad shows proof in 
the shape of many and varied illustrations. It gives, 
besides, much valuable general information on the 
lens question. 

You will be interested, too, in the new Goerz 
cameras; the Vest Pocket Tenax, the Pocket Tenax 
and the Folding Reflex. Then there is the new 
Tenax shutter and the yellow ray filters—but get 
a copy and see for yourself, it may be had for 6 
cents to cover cost of mailing. We would also 
appreciate it if you would mention this magazine and 
your dealer’s name when writing us, or if you prefer 


Ask your dealer for a copy, free 


Among the most recent of the numerous triumphs 
of Goerz lenses, is this:—Practically all the photo- 


graphic work on the successful Peary—North Pole 


Expedition, was done with the Goerz lens. 


C. P, GOERZ AMERICAN OPTICAL COMPANY | 


Office and Factory: 79 EAST 130th STREET, NEW YORK 


Dealers’ Distributing Agencies: For Middle West: Burke 
& James, Chicago; Pacific Coast, Hirsch & Kaiser, 
San Francisco; Canada, R. F. Smith, Montreal, 





nscale nT | 











| Open back—drop in 
pack—close back— 
that’s all you do to 
load a | 




















Film 
|| Premo 


The smallest, the lightest, 
the easiest to load and 
operate of all cameras — 
and the nearest dealer will 
prove it to you. Daylight 
loading, tank development 
and an excellent optical 
equipment are among its 
other features. 





Our catalogue describes fifty styles and 
sizes of Premos at prices from $2.00 to $200.00. 
It explains the wonderful Premo Film Pack 
system of daylight loading films, and the 
Premo Film Pack Developing Tank. Free at 
the dealer’s, or prepaid to you on request. 
Get it to-day. 


IMPORTANT~—In writing, please be 
sure to specify PREMO Catalogue. 





Rochester Optical Division 
Eastman Kodak Co. Rochester, We, Be 
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COAXER | 
BAITS 


CATCH FISH, 
NOT WEEDS 


That’s why the Decker Bait was so badly 
beaten in the recent championship con- 
test, in spite of Mr. Decker’s 35 years of 
professional bass fishing. He says he 
was handicapped by the weeds. Of 

This photo shows each catch with three fish missing. As Mr. Decker saw fit course he was. We expected him tobe. 
to deliberately cut off the large bass on the left hand end of my string in the cut However the photosin August issue show 
used in his August ad we have decided to show the fish on even terms as above. that I gave him a fair chance by keeping 
the boat well outside of the weeds 
when I had the say, except on a few oc- 
casions. All agreed that had I kept the boat in the weeds all of my time I would have beaten him twice as bad. He claims the 
5 biggest fish. Although the photo used in his ad has one of my best fish cut off the end of string and two of my very biggest 
are missing, it does not show more than two larger fish on his string than on mine. He says the match was arranged to suit 
only my bait. The terms were as fair as they could be made for a test of baits. We fished from the same boat, taking turns 
of one hour each in choosing the fishing grounds and positions in the boat I did not pick the lake; it was offered to us and 
and we accepted. Iknew ——— nothing of it while his intimate friend spent his last vacation on the lake, so that he had 
full information. Through my ignorance of conditions the rods I brought were much too lisht and short, being 5% oz. rods, i 








The COAXER WON the contest, 28 to 16 














resulting in my losing most of ‘my biggest fishin the heavy weeds. I lost 10in one day. Decker had heavy rods. The weights 
of my fish as given by Mr. Decker were false, as only three of my best fish were weighed with twosmaller ones. I did not 
know the total catch had been weighed, but if so then the weights given were for 25 fish instead of 28, two of my largest fish 
having been stolen before being weighed and one good one being caught afterward. Anyway the size of the fish does not de- 
pend on the bait butis pure luck, helped out by the angler’s skill, as any one knows. The main thing is to put the bait in- 
to the weeds where the fish are. The “Coaxer” will go any where a bass will. Any bait that will not do this has absolutely 
no show against it. 

On June 18. Mr. Henry F. Craw, 205 Ellicott Square, Buffalo, N. Y. caught on a Coaxer Bait 5 bass ranging 
from 4 lbs. to 534 lbs. each. 

ote the remarkable coincidence, these record-breakers being caught on the last day of the Janison-Decker contest. 

The Coaxer will catch big fish if you have luck with you. 


Convertible. 75c. Weedless, 50c. Luminous (Weedless), 75c. 
W. J. JAMISON, Dept. F, 2751 Polk St., Chicago, Ill. = San? ook. 
































RSE 9:69 d6.0d000.0609000005 000008004 $18 and up 
POWER COMPLETE DE DRE ce ance essed ainnecsvde daha 18 and un 
1, 2 &3 Cylinders, 3 to 30 H.P by a Responsible, RIPEN MOATS. 6x .050sc0saectinves 18 and up 
eet vate B concern, INLAND LAKE FISHING BOAT... 2222. 22 
Go LARGRET Paces Te nek Ce ene. seers Svneenens Senet Our catalog shows an unequaled assortment, sent free. 
2cyele motors. GRAY MOTOR CO, 29 Leib St.. Detroit, Mich. THOMPSON BROS., PESHTIGO, WIS. 











NEW “HILDEBRANDT” SPINNERS 
_ In addition to our STANDARD 
Spinners, we are manufacturing a full 
line of new baits, called SLIM 
ELI and IDAHO. Slim Eli for 
black bass and other game fish; 
the Idaho for trout and salmon 
fishing. Our new specialties in addition 










ie to the above will interest any fisherman, 
Catal 

and See THE JOHN J. HILDEBRANDT COMPANY 
the Latest Drawer No. 1 Logansport, Indiana, U. S. A, 
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WEAR MOCCASINS 
Hunting this Fall 








Un a hunting trip you cannot help 
walking from ten to twenty miles a 
day. Do you realize that in only ten 
miles tramping each foot strikes the 
ground nearly eleven’ thousand 
times? Remember that you will 
have to wade through streams, stum- 
ble over logs, roots and 
rocks, and that your 
feet will be put to 
greater strain than any 
other part of your body 
—a strain to which they 
are totally unac- 
customed. tHlow 
are you going to 
protect them ? 
















A wise man will take example from 
those who are constantly in the 
woods—the guides and lumbermen. 
Look at a bunch of fifty of them and 
you will find forty-eight wearing 
moccasins. 


Palmer’s Moosehead 


Brand Moccasins 


are the results of thirty years’ experience and 
experiment by the best moccasin makers in 
America. They are made 
to fit and the soft material 
adjusts itself to every pecu- 
liarity ofthe individual foot. 
Furthermore, we have a 
special system ofoil tanning 
that makes the leather pli- 
able and absolutely water- 
proof, regardless of fre- 
quent and prolonged soak- 
ings. Every stitch of every 
moccasin is hand sewn, 
and simply won’t pull 
out. Place your orders 
now. 




















Send for our 
catalog show- 
ing styles and 
prices. 





JOHN PALMER CO., Limited 


Manufacturers of Oil Tan Footwear 


FREDERICTON, N. B., CANADA 





THE HIT OF THE SEASON 


“Du-North” Pocket Compass 
pres 


Look for Quality 
name Guaranteed 
“Du-North” Accept 
on no other 
Compass make 





S. ARMY PATTERN 


BUILT LIKE A WATCH 

Solié White Metal Hunting Case: Silvered Metal Dial; Bar 
Needle; Jewel Bearing; 134 inch diameter 
JUST TITLE THING FOR 


Automobilists, Travelers and Sportsmen. 


A RARE OPPORTUNITY 
Having made many thousand for the U. S. Government, we offer 
the same Compass to the Public at 


$1.50 each 
price of similarly made Compasses is $3.00. 
For sale everywhere or sent direct 
by mail upon receipt of price. 


SOLE MAKERS: 
ISZARD-WARREN CO., Inc. 
136 No. 12th Street Philadelphia, Pa. 


The ONLY Self Thumbing Reel Made 


The usual 











Dad took his other reel and his line’s all balled up. 


THE REDIFOR ROD & REEL CO., Warren, Ohio 











~ GAME LAWS 


A 64-page booklet contain- 
ing game laws of United 
States and Canada, Hunt- 
ing and be» aa 
tion, etc. ith copy o 
HUNTER: TRADER. RAP. 
PER, an illustrated 160-200 
page monthly magazine 
treating on subjects as in- 
dicated by its name, 10 
cents; yearly subscription 
ar 

AMP & TRAIL is a 
24-page handsomely as.” and illustrated weekly 
devoted to Hunting, Fishing, Camping, etc. Sample 
5 cents; yearly subscription $1.50 in United States. 
Canadian postage 50 cents additional. 








A. R. HARDING PUB. CO., Box 1059, Columbus, 0. 
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WILD RICE 






LL LLL 


eel Fishin 


THE ORIGINAL 
CEREAL _— F000 


Li 
AMERICAN NATION 


PACKED ONLY BY 


Rods 


Snappers, Pickerel, Perch, Pike, Bass 
and many other good fish are biting in 
September. Go after them with “BRIS- 






-the Original Cereal 
Health Food of the 
American Nation 








is SELECTED from the Best wild rice 


grown in Minnesota, the home of the finest wild rice in the world. 
It is cleaned by our exclusive patent process, prepared in every detail 
with greatest care—it comes to you in the WHYNOT package ready 
for the cooking and with full directions and receipts; the most 
nourishing and strengthening of all the “natural foods. ’ 

SERVE IT with or without game—nothing so delicious, 80 appro- 
priate for all occasions and specially so for banquets aud dinuer 


WHYNOT WILD RICE ‘is packed by OUR PATENT PROCESS and | 
| 
| 
| 


TOL” Rods. 

A three-year printed guarantee goes 
with every “BRISTOL” provided it is a 
real “BRISTOL” Rod with the trade 












parties. 

WHYNOT WILD RICE is now served regularly at these famous 
clubs, restaurants and hote' : 
ANNEX Hore , Chicago Tue St. Pav Hore, St. Paul 
Gueat Nox tHern Hore, Chicago MannattTan Cus, New York 
ILLiNoIs ATHLETIC CLUB, Chicago RecTor’s RESTAURANT, Chicago 
Kansas City Cius Sr. Lovis CLus 
Mitwavuker Civus JerreRson HoTEL, St. Louis 
MINNEAPOLIS CLUB Sinton Hore, Cincinnati 
MINNESOTA CLUB, St, Paul Union Leacue Civs, Chicago 
Cuicaco CLuB Yar Cius, New York 

AND MANY OTHERS 

Get a Sampie—try it in YOUR club or home—and you'll straight- 

Way become a convert too and @ booster for this unrivalled food, 


PRICES—(F. O. B. ST. PAUL) 
In 1 Ib. cartons, 24, 50 or 100 to the case; 
per lb. 22c. 


SAMPLE 1 LB. CARTON with full directions for preparing | 
sent anywhere iu the United States upon receipt of 6O0c. | 


GRIGGS COOPER & CO., ST. PAUL, MINN: 


mark on the handle. Good. dealers 
handle “BRISTOL” Rods. 
Write for FREE catalog and handy book disgorger, 


THE HORTON MFG. CO. 


81 Horton St. 
BRISTOL, + CONN, 











._ DONT BLAME. © pos  o_ sameus eat 
_Moonlight: Floating Bait 


SELF GLOWING 


if it fails you at a critical! momcnt. 
Don’t give it a chance to fail you 
use “3-in-One” and it never will! 
This oil keeps the reel’s sen- 
sitive mechanism in perfect 
order. “3-in-One” is the 
one sure and safe reel 
lubricant. Won't 




















Con- 
fA tains no 
acid, It abso- 
lutely prevents 
rust. Apply it to rod 
joints, they will come 
Kp apart easily. Use on rod, 
yp —it'’s good for wood—pro- 
motes pliability. Rub on line, 
prevents rotting, Trial bottle 


3 IN ONE OIL CO. 
152 New St. New York. 










(A‘Daylight Photograph of the Moonlight Floating Bait) 
Good for Bass, Muskallonge, Pike, Pickerel or Trout. The 
Only Bait for Night Fishing. Remember, there is only 

ONE MOONLIGHT BAIT 


on the market; that is ours, and the Original. Sent post- 
paid for $1. 








THE NEWEST IN FISHING TACKLE 


ae P The Famous Cham- 
i—-— 4 plain Gang will float a 
or = eis: tome —Lle crawfish, frog or baitfish 
pe- of any kind back-up at all 


times, whether alive or 
dead, and ina dead minnow reproduce the true swimming motions. 
Our casting hooks will do this also. The Clover Leaf Pork Rind Minnows 
are an effective substityte for live bait, See your dealer or write us, 
Booklet on Request. 


CLOVER LEAF HOOK CO., Whitehall, N. Y. 











SEND ME 81.00 
a e e 
- While you try my Huffman At- 
tachment. If you like it, keep it. If 
not send it back and I'll return your 
dollar. 
Dr. R. J. Hein, N. Y. City, world’s cham- 
pion bait caster: “An excellent thing and 
great benefit to all bait casters.*’ 
Horton Mra. Co.: “ Good; we take 
pleasure in showing and talking it.” 


H. G. HUFFMAN :: PAW PAW, MICH. 
We guarantee this advertising provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM when writing advertiser 





(This is the same Bait as shown above Photographed ina 
Dark Room by the BAIT’S OWN LIGHT.) 


As this is a FLOATING BAIT, it is practically 
Ww EEDLESS and can be cast among weeds and 
lily pads, without DANGER OF SNAGGING 


_ THE MOONLIGHT BAIT COMPANY 


EXCLUSIVE MAKERS 





Youngstown, Ohio | (Department C.) 














36A FIELD AND STREAM’S AVVERTISING DIRECTORY 


















SPORTSMANS STONE. 


You know what a satisfaction it is to have knives and 
axes and gaffs always sharp and ready for business. 
Carborundum cuts very fast and. produces a keen 
even edge. 

The Sportsman's Stone is round, just fits the hand—It is coarse 
on one side for rough work—fine on the other for finishing the 
edze. Put up in pigskin case, with strap for fastening to the belt, 
No. 113-1, $1.00. 

Round Combination Stone without case, No. 196-1, 35 cents. 
Pocket Stone, for pocket knives and small tools, No. 149-1 


15 cents.* 


Ask your dealer. If he cannot 
supply you, send direct. 


THE CARBORUNDUM CO., Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

















1 





OMFORT is the first essential of the Sportsman. 
Your feet have to stand the hardest knocks. 
Protect them with Witch-Elk Boots. 
The lightest and easiest boot on the market. Made 
in all heights for Ladies and Gentlemen. 


Ask your Dealer to order a pair or write for Catalog “‘F”’ 
WE MAKE A STRONG LINE OF GOLF, TENNIS AND YACHTING SHOES 


WITCHELL-SHEILL COMPANY, Detroit, Michigan 


Manufacturers 
SPORTING AND ATHLETIC FOOTWEAR 


good night companion. 
e Bril iant earch Lig tie No hunter should be without 
one. Carried on the head, 
can be tilted up or down, throws a bright light wherever you look; will not 
smoke, heat or blow out, locomotive reflector. Automatic generator uses 
acetylene carbide gas. One filling will burn eig ght hours. 
Single Lens, spreads the light - - $5.00 
Double Lens, concentrates the lig ht . - - 6.00 
Interchangeable, combines both single and double Lens, 6.50 
SEND FOR PAMPHLE! 
R. C. KRUSHKE, 402 W. Superior Street - ~ - Duluth, Minn 





























Find out about the Lexington before you buy a Motor Boat 


It you want a boat that combines 
comfort w th speed and safety—- 

looks right, is built right ar d is 
priced right—don’'t buy till you get 
our free illustrated catalog desc ib- 
ing the 1o1o Lexington—the 
“Quality Boat.’’ Send for it today 

The Lexington is equipped with FERRO 


LEXINGTON MOTOR BOAT COMPANY, Lexington, Ky. engines and reverse gears the 


best marine engine built 
















MR. SPORTSMAN: + Our Boats are best for Hunters, best for Fish- 


ermen, Steady to Shoot o r Cast fro om. Will out- 
last steel or wood and carry more load. Made of Best Canvas, galvanized 
4 Steel frame, with flat bottom and rounding sides. Foids compactly for 
JS carrying by h und. Checks as baggage. Our boats are absolutely Noise- 
KS less in the Weeds. 
SEND FOR CATALOG K 


LIFE SAVING FOLDING CANVAS BOAT COMPANY, Kalamazoo, Mich 
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SatriMoRERY! 


wl ANAHANO> 
Baurimuat 


THERE IS A PECULIARITY 


in the free-air life of Americans. They are known and seen the world 
over on pleasure bent, but really in search of Health, Vigor, Vital- 
ity, from overwork, mental and physical. They also seek a pure, 
tonical stimulant, and find in 


HUNTER BALTIMORE RYE 


The Finest and Best 








Wild Céleny, 


ANVAS BACK DUCKS and 
other wild fowl will go miles 
= for this excellent food. The 


seed is gathered in October and 
should be planted before the lakes 
freeze over in the Fall. Write for our 
free booklet on Wild Celery. It de- 
scribes its growth and tells how to 
plant the seed. Seed pods are sent by 


Hh 
q 






















express only. We are booking orders 
now for shipment after the crop is 
gathered. 

Per Quart - = $2.25 

5 Quarts - - - 10.00 


Special priees for larger quantities, 


BY our method of handling the seed Wild Rice may be 
made to grow in almost any fresh water in the United 
States. Our beautiful, illustrated booklet “Wild Rice"’ 
will be sent free on request. We are booking orders, 
subject to crop conditions, for Fall delivery at the follow- 
ing rates: 


18 Bridge Square, Minneapolis, Minn. 


WM. LANAHAN & SON, 





Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
Baltimore, Md. 








After Shaving 
Use MENNEN’S ‘ait? 


TALCUM 


251bs. - = $6.00 T il P d 
s+ ti ollet Powder 
aa WG and insist upon your barber using it 
Tits eced is chipped by express HN also. It Is antiseptic and will assist 
only at purchaser's expense. Same } in preventing many of the skin dis- 
shams Ge (pinmtes promptly of eases often contracted. Sold every- 
arriva:. ° 
. where or mailed for 25c. Sample 
Northrup King & Co. , Seedsmen /| box for 2c. stamp. 





Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark,N.J. 
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MAINE WOODS 


Here’s Your Chance Wine ae: 


Plan your hunting trip now. Indications 


point to a big season with plenty of = 
moose, deer, grouse and patridge. z 
de 
You'll Get Your Shot 4 


The law is off October 15th. Get Zz 
ready. Good guides are waiting 
to lead you “‘in.”’ 


Our two vajuable books for sportsmen, ‘‘Di- pans 
rectory of Guides’’ and ‘‘ The Fish and s———_ 
Game Country,’ sent for 4 cents in stamps, a —— 


Address, ‘‘Where to Go Division” 
North Station, Boston 




























A Country of Fish and Game 


Fishin G | NEWFOUNDLAND 








aNOCINQ A Paradise for the Camper 


i sceendecemeneninend and Angler :: Ideal 
Sperm seg Canoe Trips 


@ The country traversed by the Reid New- 
foundland Company’s system is exceed- 
ingly rich in all kinds of fish and game. 


Tingling sport awaits 
you amo.g trout, bass, | 
muscallonge and other 
finny tribes. No better 
fishing anywhere than ° 
: | @ All along the route of the Railway are 


streams famous for their SALMON and 
TROUT fishing, some of which have a 
world wide reputation. 


in Northern Michigan. 
Why not combine a fish- 
ing and canoeing trip? 
Our “Fishing and Hunt- 
ing’’ booklet has a true 
story telling how this was 
done, and contains pic- 
tures of game fish in life 
colors, ) his booklet and 
**Michigan Summer Re- 
sorts’’ (both illustrated) 
ours for the asking. 
These bookst-ll Where J. W. N. JOHNSTONE, Gen. Pass. Agent 
to go.’’ Ask ouragent, or 
H. F. MOELLER,Genl, 
Pass, Agt., Detroit, | 


_| REID NEWFOUNDLAND CO. 
PERE MARQUETTE RAILROAD ST. JOHN’S NEWFOUNDLAND 


@Information cheerfully given upon ap- 
plication to 
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Feathers Flying in the Northwest 


Wisconsin, Minnesota and the Dakotas still hold to their old-time 
fame as the paradise of the feathered game shooter. For grouse, quail, 
: ducks, geese and brant, go to the wonderful grounds in these states 
reached by the 


Chicago 
' | Milwaukee & St. Paul 


Railway 


The flight from the North comes early and lingers long about the 
beautiful lakes of Wisconsin, Minnesota and the Dakotas. 














Your retriever will have lots of work to do, and your gun barrels 
| will not grow heated in vain on these grounds. 

Frequent trains from Union Passenger Station, Chicago, offering 
an excellence in equipment and service not obtainable elsewhere. 





Books descriptive of the hunting and fishing, game laws of Western 
States, together with information as to routes, rates, etc., will be sent 
for the asking. 


$ F. A. MILLER, General Passenger Agent W. W. HALL, General Agent 
CHICAGO 381 Broadway, NEW YORK 
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Hotels, Camps and Guides 


@ For anyone planning his Fall Hunting Trip we recommend the 
following and will be glad to send further particulars upon request. 


Where to Go Information Bureau, FIELD AND STREAM 
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RIPOGENUS LAKE CAMPS 

In the Grandest territory 
in the MAINE WOODS, 
covering a forest area of 
250 Square Miles, interwo- 
ven with a network of beau- 
tiful lakes, ponds, rivers, 
and streams. TROUT will 
rise to the fly all summer. 


DEER, BEAR and GROUSE 





MOOSE, 
in the Fall. 


Special reduced rates for 1910—For illustrated 
circular and other information, address 


REG. C. THOMAS, 412 Atlantic Ave. , Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Or direct to Ripogenus Lake Camps, Grant Farm Post Off., Maine. 








THE HUNTER’S PARADISE 
Machias Lake, back from the beaten track. Twenty 
comfortable camps in the virgin wilderness. Cream, 
milk, eggs and vegetables from our own place. Spring 
heds and open fires. Twenty miles from Ashland 
by buckboard, or by canoe up _ beautiful Machias 
stream. Fine fishing for Trout—five-pounders far 
from scarce. If you want that big Moose, come to 
us. Deer also very plentiful. Let us send circular 
and map. References gladly furnished. 

McNALLY BROTHERS, ASHLAND, ME. 











PARTRIDGES AND WOODCOCK 


The shooting season for Partridges and Woodcock commences September 
15th and early indications point to unusually good shooting this season, 
Black duck, Coot, and Sheldrake are also plentiful in the reczion around 
Great Lake, the largest of the de chain. Comfortab! 
evergreen forest. Pure spring fresh milk, cream, eggs, berries 
and vegetables. Have well-trained pointer dog. Scenery of rare beauty, 
Only five hours from Boston, 


BELGRADE LAKES CAMPS, THWING BROS., Proprietors 
Belgrade Lakes, Maine 








learned the joys of wood- 
Colonel Roosevelt craft and camp life while 
spending his college vacations with ‘Bill’? Sewall at 
Hook Point Camps, Mattawamkeag Lake. Let 
“Bill” Sewall and his guides delight you also with 
deer and moose hunting, trout, black bass and salmon 
fishing. Individual camps. Open fireplaces. Motor 
boats. Canoes. Telephone. Camps under direct 
supervision of Mr. and Mrs. Sewall. Circular free. 
W. W. SEWALL, Proprietor - ISLAND FALLS, ME- 











ENJOY YOUR 


vacation at MI. KINEOQ HOUSE 


America’s largest inland-water hotel, in Maine’s best 
fish, game, recreation and scenic region; at Moosehead 
Lake’s most picturesque point. Offers just the outing 
and accommodations YOU would like. 3ig booklet 
on request. 


C. A. JUDKINS, Manager, Kineo, Maine 





DEBSCONEAG OUTING CAMPS 


Togue, trout, land-locked salmon—both size and num- 
bers, individual log camps; also log walls with wali 
tent roofs, flies and platforms, spring beds, excellent 
table, home garden and hennery; the lake’s at your 
feet, Mt. Katahdin at your elbow; side trips to Rain- 
bow Lake, Sourdnahunk, Katahdin streams, Beaver, 
Hurd, Minister, Togue, Frost Ponds. Hunting in 
season. Guides and canoes at camps; daily mail. 
HERBERT M. HOWES - Debsconeag, Maine 











TWIN ISLAND CAMPS 


Offer the very best of deer hunting and trout 
fishing. We will guarantee parties their deer, fine 
table and good accommodations. Before taking 
your trip, send for our booklet. 


E. A. BOOTHMAN, Skinner, Maine 











HERE IS SOMETHING NEW IN GUIDE ADVERTISING 
Look over the advertising of any number of guides and resort keepers 
and you will find all promise you good spc of one sort or another— 
but how many guarantee you a shot at the same you want, or make no 
charge? Lam a Maine guide and a successful hunter. When I take a 
sportsman into the woods I knew I can show him game. When you go 
out with me you are protected by the following absolute guarantee: I 
will guarantee yon at least one deer in ten days’ hunting or no charge 
for my work. (In 9 cases out of 10 the man will get two deer.) Make 
arrangements at once as only a limited number of parties will be taken. 


Box 803, FIELD AND STREAM, 26 E. 21st St., New York City. 

















TROUT AND LANDLOCKED SALMON 
For the best of the fishing, visit Attean Camps in 
September, when “big ’uns” are working up out of 
the lake into the Moose River. That is when our 
sport is at its best. 75 miles of fly and bait fishing on 
Moose River. Comfortable accommodations and good 
table combined with wonderful fishing make a trip to 
our camps one long-to-be-remembered in the experi- 
ence of any sportsman. Send today for our booklet, 
rates, etc., and state when you expect to start. 
HOLDEN BROTHERS, ATTEAN LAKE CAMPS, JACKMAN, ME. 














DEER HUNTING IN THE ADIRONDACKS 


The Cranberry Lake Region probably of- 
fers the best deer hunting in the Adiron- 
dacks today. This because it is just enough 
“out of the way” to escape the great rush 
of sportsmen that have given the more ac- 
cessible parts of the Adirondacks the name 
of being cleaned out. Up to a few years 
ago this section was practically unknown 
to the public. Here we have deer hunting 
unrivalled in this part of the country, as 
well as bear, partridges and ducks. Write 
me today about planning the finest trip of 
your life. 
J. M. BALDERSON 


Bear Mountain Camp Wanakena, N. Y. 
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“THE INN OF THE NORTH WOODS” 


The HOTEL WANAKENA 


Situated in the “unspoiled” section of the Adiron- 
dacks, the Cranberry Lake region offers wonderful 
sport in the pursuit of Deer, Partridge, Duck and 
other game. Its innumerable lakes and streams are 
well supplied with gamy trout, being stocked yearly 
by the Forest, Fish and Game Commission. 

Bring your family and make your headquarters at the 
Hotel Wanakena. Your sojourn with us will be a 
memorable pleasure; appetizing meals, clean linens 
and delightfully downy beads. While you are back in 
the woods hunting, your famil y will find delight in 
boating, canoeing, tennis, swimming, so that all of you 
will go back refreshed and strengthened after your 


stay at THE HOTEL WANAKENA 
WM. A. BEAN, Proprietor 
WANAKENA, ST. LAWRENCE COUNTY, NEW YORE 


CANADIAN BIG GAME 


Not too late to fix that HUNTING 
TRIP, but it soon will be. The best guides 
everywhere are getting booked up, but WE 
have dates reserved with some of the best 
men throughout the Dominion. Be it 
MOOSE, CARIBOU, SHEEP, GOAT, 
BEAR, we can place you right. Write us, 
and avoid possible trouble. It costs you 
nothing. 


THE SPORTSMAN’S AGENCY OF CANADA 
18 McGill College Avenue, Montreal 











ADIRONDACKS 


Bert Dobson Camps for Deer, Partridge and Trout, also small game. 
Comfortable rustic log cabins with open fires, spring bede, bath, also 
enclosed rooms for ladies with all the comforts of home. The tables are 
supplied with fresh milk, vegetables, eggs, trout and game in their sea- 
sons. Dobson's Camps are located at High Falls on the head waters of 
Cranberry Lake, 5 miles by trail or 20 miles by canoe. Good fishing all 
the way. Open from April lst to December 30th. Rates on application, 


B. A. DOBSON 
Wanakena, St. Lawrence Co., New York 








Deer Plentiful near Slide Mountain 


Deer are abundant in the wild country around Slide 
Mountain and sportsmen can get excellent shooting 
here and at the same time be but a few hours from 
New York. Open season October 15th to November 
Ist. Accommodations excellent, terms $2.00 a day. 
Guides furnished at reasonable rates. Write at once 
and make arrangements, as season is short and guides 
must be onaunael ahead. Promise you a rattling good 


time! C. T. ANDREWS, Slide Mountain, N. Y. 











BIG GAME IN NEW BRUNSWICK 


Sportsman, are you interested in big game hunting? 
If you are, our string of hunting camps for Moose, 
Caribou, Bear and Deer will make it still more in- 
teresting for you. Write for our booklet telling 
about our six camps in the finest hunting country in 
Northern New Brunswick. 
IMHOFF BROTHERS a CAMPS 
3athurst Village, N. 








BIG GAME SHOOTING 


If you want moose, deer, bear and pertridge shoot- 
ing this fall, come with us. The game is here and 
we know how to find it. 

No better outfit of camps in the Province. 

Guide, board, canoes, bedding, etc., provided at 
$5.00 per day. Write for literature to 


ADAM MOORE & SON 
Scott’s Mills, York Co. New Brunswick 





a 




















FOR SALE IN VIRGINIA 


By ‘writing at once you may become one of thirty 
to purchase and own one of the best hunting and 
fishing preserves in the South. Small sum will 
buy interest as good as owning whole property for 
your pleasure. Unlimited country to hunt. Abun- 
dance of partridge or quail also wild turkey, deer, 
duck, squirrel, rabbit. Ordinary shot can bag twenty- 
five to fifty quail daily. Large lake four miles 
long, wide and deep. Best of fishing with rod and 
reel for bass and other game fish. Property four miles 
from station of Southern Ry. New Club House, Cook 
House, Manager’s House, Water Grist Mill (Corn 
Meal), Kennels. Telephone and R.F.D. Profit from Grist 
Mill will pay Miller and Manager's salary, and 5% 
annually on investment. Country level, dry and 
healthy. Writer will be one of thirty. Interest one 
or two friends with you. Own your place to hunt 
and fish by the Fall. Only sportsmen interested in 
keeping up property wanted. Write for particulars. 


BOX 14 PETERSBURG, VIRCINIA 














We Make Dreams Come True 


and have done it for eight years. Not one hunting 
in that time which did not have their chance. 
that 


kas not been gone over by a fine tooth comb, where 


party 


We recommend hand-picked guides, country 


feed conditions, protection of cow moose and cari- 
Write 
detail what you want, engage the guide we select, 
and you will have your shot at moose, caribou, deer, 


bou, scientific hunting, assure success. 


and, possibly, bear. 


DOUGLAS WETMORE CLINCH 


Secretary, Provincial Guides Association 
Saint John, N. B. 





We guarantee this a 


| 


in 


JUSTUS J. CURTIS, GUIDE 
GRAY RAPIDS, 
COUGHLAN, N. B. 


For Moose, Caribou, Bear, Deer and all kinds of fur, 
fowl and fish, come to my new camps and big game 
country on the Sabbyes River, New Brunswick. 














Resort Keepers and Guides 


In less than one year the Hoteis, Camps and Guides” advertising has 
grown trom less than halt a page tu two pages —and the first ones with 
hat more forcible proot can you want that 


us are still represented. j 


advertising here will bring Sportsmen to your place / 


Thousands 


sportsmen consult thes: Pages every month in making up plans for trips. 
Better hang up your sign here 


Now they are planning their hunting we 
with the rest! "AL us, the rate is 


DVERTISING ‘DEPARTMENT 


FIELD AND STREAM PUB. CO., 26 E. 2lst St., New York City 








A 39 Point New Brunswick Caribou. 
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HUNTING AND FISHING IN MONTANA 


Elk, Sheep, Deer, Bear and Lion. We can supply 
you with guides and outfit, saddle and pack horses, 


For particulars address 


COLD SPRING RANCH 
Salesville, Montana 














Fisherman’s Paradi 
is the name of a mighty comfortable Lodge situated 
on Grass Lake, one of a chain of six lakes, in which 
you can find some of the best fishing for Black Bass, 
Wascalonge and Trout that you can find in the state 
of Michigan—and that’s going some. Launches, row- 
boats, canoes, etc., right on hand. Write at once to 





| H. D. Smith, “Fisherman’s Paradise, Bellaire, Mich. 








Mies 


* mericas Greatest Resort® 


80 pages brimful of useful information, 
beautifully illustrated. The leading hotels 
described, with rates, city map, amuse- 
ments, excursions, etc. The only reliable, 
complete Guide of City (Copyrighted). 
Send 3 Cts. in stamps for mailing free copy. 


ATLANTIC CITY 


FREE INFORMATION BUREAU 
10 S. New York Ave., Atlantic City, N. J. 


REFLEX 
CAMERAS 


Regular, 
4x5 and 5x7 
Long Focus, 
4x5 and 5x7 





Simplicity in con- 
struction and opera- 
tion. Fastest and 
most accurate shutter. 

—_—_—r*"_——vr—e 


Junior Reflex 


34x 4} (fixed focus), suitable for begin- 
ners as well as advanced amateurs and 
adapted for plate or film pack. 





Price complete, $12.00 
With either one Holder or Adapter. 


r—r—oernen—"nYYM Y“Pr—9v*? 


Ask your dealer or write for catalogue 
and sample print to 


Reflex Camera Co., Newark, N. J. 














| 


WACATION 


te Bermuda 


From New York. 700 Miles in Atlantic Ocean 
Return Tickets $20 and up 
$28.00 up TOU RS $297.60 up 
including Hotels, Shore Excursions, etc. 


By S.S. “Bermudian,” the Newest 


Largest, Fastest and only Twin Screw Steamer running 
to Bermuda. Sails 10 A. M., Aug. 27th, Sept. 7th, 17th, 


28th. Bilge keels; electric fans; wireless telegraphy. 
Temperature cooler than at the Middle Atlantic Coast 
Resorts. Tennis, Golf, Fishing, Bathing, Sailing and 


Cycling. Whole hedges of flowers in bloom. 


°° Quebec 


via Halifax, N.8., most delightful cruise of 1500 miles. Magnificent 
scenery: Northumberland Strait, Gulf and River St. Lawrence and 
far-famed Saguenay River. S.S. ‘*Trinidad’’ from New York Aug. 27th, 
10A.M. Returning from Quebec Sept. 2nd. 

For ill® trated pamphlets with full informatie apply to A. E. 
OUTERBRIDGE & CO, Gen’l Agts.; Quebec 8.8. Co., Ltd., 29 Broad- 
way, New York; THOS. COOK & SON, Pass. Agts., 245 Broadway, 
649 Madison Ave., 264 and 563 Fifth Ave., New York, or any Ticket 
Agent, or QUEBEC 8.8. CO., Ltd., Quebec. 








THE SPORISMAN’S VEST 


It’s wind proof, durable, warm, and only 
weighs 1°. Ibs. Leather will not stiffen 
from wetting. (eal for hunting, boating, auto- 
mobiling. Body lined with finest mocha leather, 
four large pockets. Sleeves made of soft mocha 
leather, large cuffs. Fits snug around neck and 
wrists. Whip Cord $5, Grey Corduroy $6, English 
Corduroy brown, $7. Money refunded if not 
satisfactory. Write for detailed description. 


L. A. NELSON, 225 WN. 12th St., La Crosse, Wis. 


MODERN BREAKING 


























ployed by the most successful trainers in de- 
es the setter and pointer The import- 
ant lessons are illustrated by photographs from 
life. The entire subject is covered and 
nothing is left to guess work. 

he amateur is told in lucid language how 
to make a dog a high-headed, stylish worker, 
stanch on his points, steady to shot and wing 
and a prompt, tender retriever. The instruct- 
ions for correcting the faults of bird dogs and 
keeping them up to their training are concise 
and easily understood. Every man that owns 
a bird dog or shoots in the field should read 
this book. Price, Paper, $1.00; Cloth, $1.50. 


This book enables the novice to do his own 
training and fully explains the methods em- 


Field & Stream Pub. Co., 26 E. 21st St., N.Y. 
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NIGHT LETTERGRAM 


The Postal Telegraph-Cable Company (Incorporated) transmits and delivers this nig':t lettergram subject to 
the terms and conditions printed on the back of this blank. CLARENCE H. MACKAY, Paesivenr. : 


COUNTER NUMBER. TIME FILED. CHECE 





INDEPENDENT COMPETITIVE PROGRESSIVE 





x9l<ch ea lol4ép 56 NL 
Peoria Ills July 22-10 
Where To Go InformationBureau, 


Field & Stream Pub Co, 


26 B21 St NEWYORK 

Can you recomend a good place to camp and canoe where I can 
catch small mouth black bass will want a good guide who can furnish 

tent and provisions I will want to take nothing along excepting 

| some fishing tackle will go anywhere within, reason in Maine or 


Canada send reply night letter at my expense 


Jacob Szold 





Information You Can Rely Upon 


This night lettergram shows one way in which inquiries come in to our Readers’ Information 
Service. They are showering in upon us every day, by letter, postal card, telegraph, telephone, 
personal call, and every other known means of human communication. 

The lettergram, however, forcibly exemplifies the absolute confidence that our readers 
have in our information service; a confidence that has been built up by years of careful 
work on our part in securing reports from correspondents in every part of the United States 
and Canada and making it an absolute rule that no information shall be supplied that has not 
been secured at first hand from a sportsman who has actually “been there’ within the last two 
seasons. In this case Mr. Szold found at the last moment he could get away for a limited time, 
wired us for a good place for the sport he wanted, got his information hot off the wire and started 
on the next train in the absolute knowledge that he would find everything as per specifications. 

How can we help you? Perhaps you are even now planning a big or feathered game hunt- 
ing trip. Wecan put you in touch with the best guides in almost any locality, and give you 
first hand information on the sport you can find there. This service is free to any reader ot 


FIELD AND STREAM, but stamps must be enclosed for reply. 


tas 








+ READERS’ INFORMATION SERVICE 


FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 26 East 21st St., New York City 
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OUTING 
CLOTHES 


CAMP 
OUTFITS 


FOC rWEAR 


SEND FOR ILLUSTATED CATALOGUE F 





OUTFITTERS FOR SPORTSMEN 





ABERCROMBIE’S 
ree CAMP sex 


DAVID T. ABERCROMBIE Co., 


CANOE 


FISHING 
TACKLE 


GUNS AND 
AMMUNITION 


3311 BROADWAY, N.Y. 


PLEASE NOTE NAME AND ADDRESS 


















“QUTDOOR’ FOOT COMFORT is assured by the 


“RUSSELL NEVER-LEAK” 
Moccasin Boot 


For HUNTERS, FISHERMEN, 
CAMPERS, CANOEISTS, 
“HIKERS,” TRAPPERS 
Light weight, conforms to shape of foot, thor- 
oughly water-proof—the ideal doot for all sports- 
men’s or outdoor’ wear. Made of chrome-tan, 
flexible cow-hide, with extra grade sole (Hun- 
garian hob-nailed, it desired), guarded leather 
counters, best quality raw-hi ide laces. Price 














$6.00, for 16-inch boot, as per illuStration; de- 
auct 12'5c. for each inch less height desired 
ORDER TODAY—stating size—we guar- 


antee fit and satisfaction or money back. 


W. C. RUSSELL MOCCASIN CO. 
Factory A, Berlin, Wis. 

We make a full line of Moccasin Foot- 
wear—ask for Catalogue, 





er § 


Dot = a ag 


The Hartung Bass Bait 


Made famous by the use of EXPERTS. There is 
other just as good. Every Troll fully guaranteed and 


bears the Fish Hawk Trade Mark. 
If your dealer won't supply you—we will 





no 


Send for catalog, anyway, showing full line in natural 


colors. 


HARTUNG BROS. & CO., 51 Waverly St., Jersey City, N. J. 




















THE EVINRUDE DETACHABLE 
ROWBOAT MOTOR 


Makes a motor boat of any rowboat in two 
ites, flator round bottom. Full seven pass 






mint 
milesan hour. Not affected by waves or 
nia 14to2 H.P. Price complete $60 net. 


EVINRUDE MOTOR CO. 
243 Lake St. Milwaukee, Wis. 























THE KRAEMER 
PATHFINDER 


Has been endorsed by leading U.S. 
Aruy Officers, as the most 
cal pocket Compass on the me 
and used by the greatest hunter in 
the world, Col. T. Roosevelt. Style 
No. 1—13; in. floating disk dial. 
No. 2—14, in. four point needle, 
(can be read in — as well as 
light) all points seen at a clance, 












cannot be MIS RE rp Dealers 
write for 7s an ices. Sent 
to any address on receipt of Ex- 
press or P. O. Mois Order. $2.25, 


U. 8. COMPASS CO. 
Office: 411 Grand Avenue, 
Milwaukee. Wis 














Best investment known for those 
seeking absolute security with a 
just but attractive rate of in- 
terest. 

Write me for Booklet **A 


MACKEY J -THOMPso) 


FARN MORI RIGAGE 


T. PAGL, MINNESOTA 


iS 











A CLEAN 
SUSPENSORY 


EVERY MORNING 
Dr. Myer’s Detachable Sack Sus- 
pensory has Two Detachable Sacks 
which can be washed independently. 

A Complete Departure from theoldstyle, 
giving perfect comfort and support, w ith- 
out the use of legstraps. All sizes. Mailed 
iu a plain box on receipt of price Money re- 
funded if not satisfactory,Write for booklet 

MEYERS MANUFACTURING Co. 

76 Pars PL. WarERTOWN. N. Y. 










Pending 
Combines pr ol Service, Light 
Weight of Pole and Rapidity 
and Ease in Setting up 
Only four pegs required. No guy ropes, 
n side hill, Instantly re- 
chtin high wind. Pole made 
ections telescopic. 









ince In ty 
of steel tt n 
Shrinking an istrete hing ¢ 
tically taken care of 
For Circular and Price-List address 
Stonebridge Folding Lantern Co. 





gone omrnet ST j 
y 


| aan oma 





of tent automa- 





The Stonebridge Vestibule Tent ~ 








The Stonebridge Automatic Folding Lantern 
(Patented.) Opens automatically. Is Light, Simple and Com> 
pact. Invaluable to Hunters, Fishermen and Campers. Made of 
aluminum, brass, and tinned steel plate, with clear mica side 
Lanfern open is 7x4'gx44 in. Lantern closed is 7x4'4x 

Notice Improved Folding Candle Socket 
Uses either army ¢ eer ile 1% in. in diameter or standard candle 
Each lantern packed in ke 7 H 
le 









se, © Adopte 
the S. Gov. for use in the Army and 
Geological Survey. Your dealer has it. 
Send today for circular. 


2682 Morris Ave., New York City 
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**The World’s Best Table Water”’ 













GOKEY’S Hand Made 


Waterproof Boots and Moccasins 
For over fifty years the GOKEY Boot has been acknowledged to be the 


best in the world. We guarantee every pair and make good our guarantee. 
The uppers are made of the best “Moose” calf leather. genuine “ Rock 
Oak” soles, hand sewed. Our lasts and patterns are modern; our factory 
fully equipped for making only the best. Makers of the original Gokey 
Moccasins; also a full line of Street, Yachting, Golf and Tennis Shoes. 







Send fi talog § 33— Waterproof Boots and Moccasins. 
™ ~~ alti (32—Golf, Yachting and Tennis. 


WM. N. GOKEY SHOE CO. 


4th Street, Jamestown, N. Y. 

















Now comes golden Autumn, with her mild, 

leasant days—the most delightful of the year— 

e ideal time for tramping, fishing, hunting or 
camping. Let us tell you of Clothes that meet 
every requirement of outdoor life. 


amp it 
Outing Clothes for Fall 


Afford the limit of walking-comfort, both formen 
and women. They permit an exceptional freedom 
of motion and are failored to fit you. ‘“‘Kamp-it”’ is 
the only line of its kind that looks *‘classy”’ and 
is “classy.’”? Kamp-it garments are not expensive. 


Kamp-it cloth isa light, soft, pliable fabric, fine- 
twilled and color-fast. It is unaffected by sun, 
water, or perspiration, (Not rain- proof.) 
*“*Kamp-it’”? 1s more serviceable than ordinary 
Khaki, and makes a more becoming garment. 

The Kamp-it line includes all outer garments. Prices (east 
of Rocky mountains) express prepaid: Women's Norfolk 
Jackets, $3..); Plain Skirts, $3.00; Divided Skirts, $4.00; Men's 
Outing Coats and Norfolk Jackets, $3.00; Long Trousers, $2.00; 
Riding Pants, $2.50; Hats, Caps, Leggins, etc., in proportion, 
If your dealer will not supply, we shall be glad to ship direct 
without delay or extra se. 

~ Write for Free Illustrated Booklet Containing 

Samples of Kamp-it Cloth and Self-Measuring 
Blanks, or Order from This Advertisement, 
R = Trade prices to sporting goods dealers only. 
Sy “ALLE BIRD, JONES & KENYON, 2 Hickory St., Utica, N. ¥, 


hts 


Ute mye Sole Makers of Kamp-it and Duxbek outing clothing. 
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Don’t Get Left 


The wise ones are getting in : 
their orders for early Spring de- | 
livery. They know the de- 
mand for our big 36-footer 
will be greater than ever and 
they won’t be left behind 
this time. 














She has “made good”’ on 
both Coasts, the Great Lakes 
and the Gulf, in the hands 
of the novice as well as the man 
who knows. Need more be said? 








We still have a few specials for 
prompt acceptance. Write us about 
them. It will be worth your while. 
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de nWe have reduced the building of boats to a commercial mer- 
clfandising basis, without sacrificing or slighting material or work- 
manship, or loss of individuality. 


The secret 1s perfect organization and the biggest boat works on 
earth. Many boats mean low prices—we build many boats. Our 
boats are built to stand inspection and criticism by the “boat wise’’ 
purchaser. 
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We will gladly tell you about the boats we make—everything that 
goes on water from the largest to the smallest. Send today for the 
story of “On Northern Waters” which will help you select the boat 
you need. 


RACINE BOAT MFG. CO. 


534 Western Avenue Muskegon, Michigan 
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Chicago - Detroit - New York 
Boston - Philadelphia 
Seattle 
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Club Cocktails 


Taste right because 
mixed right—to meas- 
ure, not by guess. 










Simply strain 

through cracked 

ice and serve. 
Martini (gin base) and Manhat- 


tan (whiskey base) are the most 
popular. At all good dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 
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Se > Vy Character 
Re a Ly 4 of Candy 

& /” Depends its Fitness 
for Gift Making 


Sold by Sales pe Everywhere 


We guarantee - this advertising 0 
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F men knew 
how_to 
lather, they 
would shave 
with more 
comfort. 


THe action of the 
lather on the beard is 
to remove the oily 
exudation covering 
each hair, and allow 
the water to moisten 
and soften it. 








As mixing the lather in a cup and then spread- 
ing it over the face does not properly soften the 
beard, most shavers resort to that “mussy” habit 
of rubbing in the lather with their fingers. This 
not only irritates the skin but is a waste of time 

| and entirely unnecessary. 


~ | The logical place to mix the lather is on the 


\ ° 
| face, where every motion of the brush not only 
works it up, but works it in. 


COLGATE'S 


RAPID-SHAVE POWDER 


| makes this possible. It makes as perfect 
a lather as Colgate’s famous Shaving Stick 
and makes it by a quicker, neater method. 


| Colgate’s Rapid-Shave Powder sets a new 
standard for sanitary shaving. 
Chemists’ analyses prove its antiseptic effect. 


150 to 200 shaves in each can. 
Trial box sent for 4 cents. 
COLGATE & CO., Est. 1806 
| Dept. 43, 55 John Street, New York 
Canadian Dept., Coristine Building, Montreal, Can. 


Makers of Cashmere Bouquet Soap. 


| For cleanliness, convenience and comfort, 
| 
| 
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A HUNTER OF TASTE 


««Say, what’s the use hunting quail,’’ says this hunter man, 
««when you can hunt a jackknife, a hunk of bread, and a can of 
Ls Underwood so easy, and feast on a taste just as good ?’’ 

And it does taste good because it is ham salted and sugared and 
hickory smoked; boiled en casserole to hold the good ham flavor; ground 
fine, and mixed with mustard and forty-two spices 


TASTE THE TASTE 


you hunters, fishers, campers, picnickers. For all out-dooring, handy, great. For 
teas, luncheons, card parties, meal emergencies—all in-dooring—handier, greater— 


such sandwiches and delicacies 2s it does make! 


‘* Taste the Taste and Some Cookery News’’ is a book that tells how to make j 
le cookery niceties you never thought of. 


: And ‘* Underwood’s New England Sea Foods’’ is another book that tells of a 
taste New Englanders know—the salt sea taste of Underwood's flavorous Fried Sardines 
in Oil, Mustard, Tomato Sauce, or Souse; Clam Chowder; Clams in their own 
delectable juice ; Herring ; Lobsters, etc. 

, So) , 
For your grocer’s name, we'll send you these books free. For 15 cents and your 
P ,’ d 5 5 
grocer’s name, we'll send you can of Underwood's Deviled Ham to try. 
Before you forget it, get some Underwood's New England Sea Foods and some 
J wags » &e if 
Underwood Deviled Ham from your grocer. You'll be glad you did, 


Write to William Underwood Company, 56 Fulton Street, Boston, Mass. 


UNDERWOOD 
DEVILED 
HAM 


Branded with the Little Red Devil Branded with the Little Red Devil 
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The Remington Autoloading Rifle is the most 
advanced and effective rifle of the Big Game World. 


Solid Breech, Hammerless, ejects, reloads and cocks by a ae 

recoil without the loss of an ounce of muzzle energy. 

Capable of dealing five one-ton shots before the first empty BIG GAME 
strikes the ground—as straight as the eye can look. The 

only automatic rifle which locks the cartridge in the chamber. CARTRIDGES 
Safest and best of big game guns. - 
UMC Cartridges—for all calibres and special types of rifles. 


The shocking and killing efficiency of a cartridge depends upon the amount of mushrooming 
expansion in the bullet and the velocity given it by the load. UMC Cartridges for all standard rifles 
are everywhere recognized by big game hunters as giving the highest velocity, while UMC bullets 
mushroom to such an unequalled extent that they do not pierce through the animal fairly hit but 
expand with killing effect and remain in the carcass. 

New UMC Hollow Point Bullets are now in the hands of 
all dealers. Do not fail to take them with you in your Fall 
hunting equipment. 















Al 30-30 .SMOKELE OS. 














BULLET 


Are you up to date on the game laws in your 
favorite hunting section? Let us send youa 
copy of our new 


1910 Game Laws—FREE 


Write to-day to any one of the addresses given below, 
telling us the kind of gun and ammunition you use, 
and receive - free copy of our 1910 Came Laws 
and Guide Directory. Revised to July 1s for every 
State in the Union and every Province of Canada. 
Contains also list of guides who know every haunt 
of bird, game and fish in New York and Maine 
hunting regions. 
UMC and Remington—the perfect shooting combination. 


Sold by all first-class dealers. Do not accept a 
substitute. Communicate with us if your decler 
does not carry UMC or Remington. 


alk ina 


JiIN 





SAME OWNERSHIP SAME STANDARD OF QUALITY SAME MANAGEMENT 
Union Metallic Cartridge Co., Dept. 9 1, Bridgeport, Conn. 
e Remington Arms Co., Dept. 91, Liion, N. Y. 
Agency, 299 Broadway, Dept. 9 I, New York City. 
Write for booklet, “How to Organize Gun Clubs.” 














CIMARLES FRANCIS PRESS, NEW YORK 
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